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PART I. 



'TwAS a sweet summer-eve. The flush of day 
Had paled from crimson to that nameless hue 
That tints the sea-shell. The still sultry air 
Was tempered by the gentlest breeze that crept 
Up from the sleeping lake, oyer whose face 
The grey, thin mist was hanging. A fair girl 
Sate in a casement, through whose open frame 
Bright-eyed and odorous flowers wreathed their heads, 
As though they gazed and breathed in kindred love 
On one as lovely and as sweet as they. 
She held a scroll, and ever as ^he read 
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Her eyes looked gleeful, and a light, gay laugh — 

The music of a heart that knew no care — 

Rang out upon the night air. 

From the lawn, 
Close-clipt and green, that sloped in gentle swell 

Up to the window's base, one stole with step 

Timid and noiseless, till he stood before 

The maid. Anon she raised her eyes — their light, 

Clear and unwavering, fell upon his face 

As sun-light falls on a deep-flowing stream. 

His brow flushed sudden, and his dark eye grew 

Dilate and troublous ; then he looked away. 

And his pale lips, with ill-assumed ease, 

Essayed some common-place — I know not what — 

Some word of greeting. 

"Ah I dear Walter, welcome, — 

Thou'rt just in time to read these rhymes thyself." 

The stripling took the page, and sate him down 

Beside the maiden, and he read this lay : — 
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TO • 



Why doth the pilgrim wander afar, 

O'er parching deserts and trackless ways ? 
Why doth he brave the elements' war 

In the reeling bark on the boiling seas? 
Why presses he onward, nor ever delays — 

Why smilingly hopes where others repine? 

'Tis because he knows, with the evening's rays, 

He shall kneel in prayer at the long-sought shrine. 

Why, in the cool and balmy air. 

When the blue heavens beam in the star- lit night, 
Does the softened savage sink down in prayer. 

And worship all lowly each silvery light? 
Why does he raise his swimming sight 

To those worlds that wander in endless space? 
'Tis because he feels as they glitter bright. 

That Divinity glows in each burning face. 
b2 
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When, wrapt in devotion, the pilgrim kneels, 

Does he think that the saint new bliss acquires? 
Does he fancy the blessed more rapture feels 

Because his heart gloweth with holy fires? 
Ah, no I his humbler wish but aspires 

At his angePs shrine to offer his praise; 
'Tis all his loving bosom requires — 

To adore the saint — and retrace his ways. 

When the savage bows down in the silent night, 

And yields up to heaven his homage free. 
Does he think that the glittering orbs of light 

More brightly shine since he bends the knee? 
Ah, no! he deems not that such can be. 

When, enraptured, he looks on the glorious skies ; 
He but worships Beauty instinctively — 

That beauty of Brightness that never dies. 

Oh, fairest I I pray thee ask me not then 
Why my feet retread their well-known ways. 
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Why my faithful heart returns again 
To pour at the shrine of my love its lays ; 

Or why I seek to live in the rays, 
The melting rays of thy starry eye; 

Why gaze on the beauties thy face displays, 
As beaming and soft as a summer's sky. 

At the lovely shrine of a lovelier mind, 

With all of a Palmer's holy zeal, 
I bow to the Purity there enshrined. 

Though thy bosom no glow responsive feel. 
And, oh I when the trembling glances steal 

From thine eyes of light o'er thy features fair, 
The thought that my bosom would fain conceal 

They read — that my heart is burning there. 

"Ahl dear Walter, 
Thou'rt a deft rhymster, sooth, for one so young ; 
When thou art man I think tbou'lt be a poet. 
If thou canst write so sweet without a love, 
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What wilt thou do when thou shalt have a mistress? 
Beshrew me, should I ever have a suitor, 
I'll make thee teach the swain such pretty strains 
To woo me in withal." 

The boy replied not, but his cheeks and brow 
Paled with a sudden chill that sent the blood 
Back on his heart, and made him faint and sick. 
The maiden noted not the instant change 
That her light words had wrought, for she had paused, 
Pondering on some deep thought within her heart, — 
Then added, quickly, 

'* Hast thou heard that Ealph 
Has safe returned, and straightway will be here? 
I marvel much if strange lands and new faces 
Have dimmed the memory of dear old home? 
Dear Ralph 1 he should be now a full-grown man. 

Ay, and a brave one. How I long to see him 1 

Methinks, dear Walter, you are strangely moody ; 
Come, let us in imto our pleasant tasks — 
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I to my frame, and tbou the while to read 
The wondrous music of the poet's song, 
Delightful Tennyson. Where left we off ? 
Ah ! I remember. 'Twas the talking oak 
Of Sumner Chase, just where the maiden spies 
Her own name carved upon his wrinkled rind. 

^ ' Oh| yes, she -wandered round and round 

These knotted knees of mine, 
^ And found, and kissed the name she found, 

And sweetly murmured thine. 

*' * A tear-drop trembled from its source. 
And down my surfiice crept. 
My sense of touch is somewhat coarse, 
But I believe I wept 

" * Then lushed her cheek with rosy light, 
She glanced across the plam ; 
But not a creature was in sight — 
She kissed me once again.' 

Ran it not so, my brother?'* 
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Then the boy 
Started as if a shrewd pang stung his heart, 
And with a fierce and sullen rage he crushed 
Within his hand the scroll wherein, with care 
Most artful, he had poured his hot soul forth 
In a feigned verse, not daring yet to name 
Her whom he loved, but aiming artfully 
To move her heart the while; even as one skilled 
In sounds of music, with his voice essays 
To find the pitch of a sweet-stringed lute. 
Then lists attentive if perchance the cord 
Trembles responsive with congenial tone. 
But he, poor boy, found no response, and so 

He tore the leaf and strewed it in the air. 

Offended, marvelling, sorrowful by turns, 
The girl surveyed him till her blue eye swam 
In moisture, that swelled o'er the reddening lid, 
And glistened on the dark and taper lash ; 
But spoke she not. Remorseful and ashamed,' 
" Alice," he cried, " forgive me this wild mood ; 
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Couldst thou my spirit read thou wouldst forgiTC — 
Being unread, I more forgiveness need." 
" Nay, Walter, I do read thy heart, and plainly, — 
Thou'rt somewhat chafed — confess it — that thy verse 
Has not been praised with sighings, and * Ah ! me's' — 
The tribute of such pretty love-conceits. 
Poets are all such vain and jealous creatures — 
And why not thou? But come, thou shalt not fail 
Of minstrel's guerdon." 

Then she plucked a rose. 
Full-blown and dewy, and with sportive hand 
Showered the loosed leaves on Walter's brow ; but he 
Turned sorrowful away, and with a sigh 
Walked down the sloping turf, and passed from sight 
Amidst the shadows of a laurel grove. 

Alice and Balph, in the hot noon of day. 
Paced a sweet alley where the birch, and oak, 
And light-sprayed ashes, interlacing close 
Their lofty branches in an arch o'erhead. 
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Barred out the sun-glare. Carolled wild tlie birds 
Deep in the underwood, or on the heights 
Of rocking branches, where they basked in light. 
Alice and Ralph alone paced to and fro, 
So silent both, that ye might hear the tread 
Of their slow feet upon the shell-strewed walk, 
Or the low chirping of the shrill cicada. 
The young man gazed upon the gentle girl. 
Intent and long, as though his eyes would pry 
Deep through her orbs into her heart of hearts, 
And read the hived sweetness of her love. 
She the while 

Curtained her blue eyes with, their fringed lids, 
And gave not entrance to his passionate gaze. 
Woman's defensive instinct 1 like the flower 
That closes quick its sensitive leaves if even 
An infant's finger touch them. 

And thus they walked, happy, yet ill at ease. 
For they were lovers, though as yet no word 
Of formal courtship told the young man's love. 
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But ere the shadows of the western hills 

Stretched far into the vale at eventide, 

Their hearts stood all confest.. It skills not how — 

By words, or something tenderer still than words — 

'Tis the old tale — old, yet still ever new, — 

The mode still varjring, but the end the same, 

In all times — ^in all places — ^in the halls 

Of princes— -in the peasant's lowly hut — 

In crowded cities — in the lone savannahs — 

The same mysterious, subtle, potent instinct. 

That guided Adam in primeval bowers, 

And shook with troublous joy the beating heart 

Of his most beauteous God-gift ; and that now, 

In this old^ sin-stained, and degenerate world, 

Wakes in man's heart the one lone feeling left 

That links him still to God, and makes him holy. 

Mortal, beware how thou dost use this gift I 

If with a reverent joy, a holy awe, 

Thou entertainest in thy purest soul 

This angel sent from God as unawares, 
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'Tis well, for thou art sanctified thereby ; 
But if thou stain with one unhallowed thought 
The crystal fount of that divinest essence— 
If thou dost throw on that bright holy flame 
Even but the thousandth part of aught that's gross, 
Then dost thou grieve God's Spirit, quench his light, 
And cause, it may be, even to go forth 
From the heart's temple that thou hast defiled. 
As erst from God's own fane on Sion's Mount, 
The dread decree — " Let us depart from hence." 

The balmy breath of summer, now no more 
Floats on the air, odorous with herb and flower. 
The slanting sun shines with a tempered ray 
On plain and woodland, and the reaper's hand 
Hath gathered in the harvest. Ah, how swift 
Have fled the weeks for Alice and her Ealph I 
How slow to Walter I Every day more shy 
And moody grown, the boy now careful shuns 
The converse once so loved — the book, the lute. 
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In vain hath Alice sought with soothing words 
To win him back to his old sweet employ ; 
For well she loved him with a sister's love, 
And mourned to find, she knew not why, that love 
Returned no mora Alas I she had not read 
His heart aright — else, had she surely seen 
He loved too deep to give a brother's love, 
Or be content with sister's ; so at length 
She ceased to struggle with his waywardness, 
The rather that her heart had now a joy 
Dearer and more engrossing. Thus between 
The two young brothers somehow something came 
That cast its freezing shadow o'er their hearts ; 
For Walter's words were proud, and short, and sharp. 
And ofttimes with a stern and savage scorn 
He spurned Ralph's wonted love ; and so it was 
Their spirits day by day grew more apart 
In sad estrangement. 

Now upon a day 
In the late Autumn, Walter and his sire 
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Sat on the terrace. And it chanced between 
The aged elms that stretched in double row, 
Alice and Ealph were walking — arm in arm. 
Then the old man looked smilingly, and said, 
" Has Ralph been telling thee about his suit ?" 
But Walter's face grew pale, and he replied, 
*' I do not keep Ralph's secrets." 

" Well, my sod, 
I'll spare his blushes. He has wooed and won 
Fair Alice, and will make her soon his wife. 
I marvel little that the sweet girl gained 
Ralph's heart so quickly. Who could live with her 
And love her not ?" 

While thus the old man spoke, 
Like a sharp arrow glancing from its course, 
His simple words sank deep and woundingly 
Into a breast he aimed not at. But he 
Discerned not the anguish of the boy. 
Nor ever dreamed that one so young as he 
Should love like man. And so the father mused 
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A moment in sweet thought, — then smiling, said, — 

" Strange 1 that the dearest wishes of my life 

Are thus accomplished. When my best of friends, 

Ralph Moreton, died in Florence, at his side 

I stood, and in my arms I held a babe 

Close to his glazing eye, that he might fill 

His dying gaze with the loved miniature 

Of one whose face he soon should see in Heaven. 

When he had kissed and blessed the child, and I 

Had given her to the nurse to bear her thence, 

Ealph took my hand in his cold palm and said, 

' Henry, my Alice soon will be alone ; 

Her mother and myself loved thee and thine. 

And we commit our little one to thee. 

Cherish her ever, as if she were thine ; 

And when my godson, Ralph, shall be a man, 

Perchance our ancient love will grow again 

In their young hearts, and he will be to her — 

What I have been to thee, my Mary.' 
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Then 
I wruDg his hand, but spoke not. Had I tried, 
I should have sobbed iJoud, and marred God's peace 
Then settling down upon the dying man ; 
For he had gently thrown his pale face back, 
And turned his eyes to Heaven ; and I felt 
That in that awfiil hour there stood by him 
The spirit ministrant of her he loved, 
Even as in life she oft had ministered: 
And in the pauses of his quickening breath 
I caught the hollow whisper of his words, 
' Said I not well, my Mary ?' — So he passed 
(For thus my fancy ever loves to think) 
To Heaven with her whose name was on his lips." 

The old man ceased to muse aloud, but still 
He mused in silence, for his thoughts had strayed 
Away into the sad and shadowy past ; 
And when at length he waked up with a sigh. 
And turned his moistened eye to seek his son. 
He found him not — the boy had stolen away. 
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The day when Ralph and Alice were to wed 
Drew quickly near ; and but a week remained 
For preparation. So it was arranged 
That Balph at midnight should speed up to town, 
To set in order all those needful things 
That worldly prudence and sage men of law 
Environ spousals with. Alice and he 
Had bade good night, but none was there to see 
That sweet, sad parting ; for his father sat 
Poring o'er parchments in the library ; 
And Walter — as his wont yras much of late — 
Was absent, none knew whither or inquired ; 
Perchance in his own chamber, with his books. 
Or wandering forth into the starry night. 
And so the hours passed on, and silence fell 
Upon the mansion. But a taper's light 
Streamed from a lattice in a distant wing 
Forth on the darkness, till its radiance fell 
Upon the green, trim holly's polished leaves. 
And made them glint and flicker. 
c 
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Hark I . A sound 
As if of song comes forth upon the air, 
Plaintive, yet passing sweet — and this the strain : 

SONG. 

The sun's last smile is beaming 

Along the western main ; 
And twilight's shades are streaming 

O'er heaven and earth again. 
Ah ! thus, 'mid tears of sorrow, 

Thy farewell smile I see, 
And think that ere to-morrow, 

Thou'lt go from love and me. 

But soon the mild moon smiling, 
Shall cheer the glooms of night ; 

So hope, my heart beguiling, 
May soothe, though not delight. 
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And as her beams enlighten 
Night's shades till mom appear, 

May hope each sorrow brighten, 
Till joy and thou be here. 

Farewell ! each sun's declining 
Shall bring sweet thoughts of thee ; 

Each midnight moonbeam shining 
Speak hope and peace to me. 

For oh I each daylight fading, 
Each nudnight hour told o'er 

Thy faithful steps is leading 
• To joy and me once mo^e. 

Unwelcome fell those sounds upon the ear 
Of one who paced beneath with feverish brow. 
Bared to the night breeze. It was his own song, 
With here and there a word put in or changed. 
A " thee" for " me," thus made to speak the love 
Of her he loved unto his happy rival. 
c2 

Digitized byLnOOQlC 



20 RAVENSCROFT HALL. 

What marvel that the thought nigh drove him mad, 
To find that the fond creature of his brain, 
Which he had sent to watch and tend his love, 
And whisper to her heart sweet thoughts of him, 
Should thus work treason to him, and be used 
To bear her love-sighs to another's heart I — 
A fiend was roused within him at that hour. 
That in a moment made him grow a man ; 
And he strode back with a wild, stern resolve 
To give his full heart vent, whate'er might come. 
The lamp-light shining through the half-closed door 
Led him to where his father still remained. 
But not alone, for Ealph had joined him now? 
To say farewell at parting. Then the heart 
Of the mad boy boiled o'er in words of rage, 
And hate, and scorn, and high defiance, blent 
With grief, and tears, and desperation — till 
Father and brother looked amazed to hear 
His strange, wild tale of passion. Ralph's calm eye 
At length 'gan kindle ; and to his quivering lip 
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Sharp words were rising. But his father saw 
His mood, and back repressed him with his arm ; 
And thus to Walter : 

" Wretched, senseless boy I 
How has this passion mastered thy young heart. 
That thou shouldst thus intrude upon the love 
That thou didst know full well two saints in heaven 
Have sanctified, and I, thy sire, approve. 
Hence to thy chamber, Walter, and when next 
We meet I look to find that thou hast chased 
This childish phantasy from out thy brain." 

Then Walter raised his eyes upon his sire, 
And in his look was blent a host of feelings. 
Once he essayed to speak, — ^but shook his head 
With a changed purpose, and retired. Balph sprang 
After his brother, with a brother's love, — 
But Walter rudely shook him off and passed. 
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Time, with his stealthy feet, had circled round 
The sun seyen limes. Alice and Ralph had wed. 
And two fair children blessed their happy home — 
The home where Moreton and his wife had dwelt, 
Some three honrs' pleasant ride from the old halL 
But Walter — where was he ? None ever knew, 
Save that, at early dawn, upon that day 
That Balph had left the Hall, a youth was seen 

Treading a sylvan pathway towards the coast. 
Carrying a bundle, in a kerchief tied. 
And slung upon a staC Old Ravenscroft 
Made search for him throughout the country round, 
Instant and close, but tidings learned he none.— 
Time, with his stealthy feet, was moving on ; 
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And it was winter. Deeply lay the snow 
Upon the glebe and on the branching pines. 
Bending their boughs to earth, in white festoons ; 
The sheep stood thronged beneath the sheltering 

hedge; 
The finch and redbreast left the icy eaves. 
And perched upon the casement. On the lake 
The crisping film was shooting from the edge 
In crystal lancets. Thro' the chill, dry air 
Redly, beyond the hill, the sun sank down. 
And night involved the world. It was the eve 
Of the Nativity. A pale, thin man 
Sat dreamily before the cheery hearth 
Of the trim parlour in the hamlet inn 
Near Eavenscroft. A vision of the past 
Rose up before him. Faithful Memory 
Now marshalled forth in sad and pale array 
Her dim procession, coming from the ^ist 
That hangs round infancy, then moving on 
Through youth and manhood, till the mimic train 



d by Google 



24 RAYENSCROFT HALL. 

Ends in the foreground where the dreamer sits, 

And lo I his image fades into himself. 

And thus the sick man in his waking dream 

Saw first a child that played 'mid toys and flowers 

With a fair girl, his elder by two years ; 

And then the boy would row her o'er the lake 

In his light wherry; or at noon of day, 

Within the weeping ash- tree's leafy bowers, 

Read brave tales for her. How some steel-clad 

knight 
Riding thro' greenwood, rescued noble dames 
From thrall of giant. Then the sweet reward — - 
A kiss from that dear sister on his brow. 
Disparting his brown curls with her fair hand. 
And next, the boy found out, half pleased, half 

grieved. 
That she was not his sister. For even then 
A strange wish stirred his young heart, and he 

thought 
The sister that he lost might be to him 
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A more than sister. Then he grew more shj, 
But tenderer withal in his reserve, 
And nourished his young soul with solitude, 
With books and minstrelsy; and learned to shape 
His thoughts in music. But the unconscious girl 
Changed not as he; for still she spoke as wont, 
And called him brother. 

Then from out the shade 
Stept forth another form — ^beautiful 'twas, 
And young, and manly; but the jealous boy 
Trembled with fear and anger, for it stood 
Between him and his love. Then all became 
Troubled and wild, and hurrying to and fro; 
For storm, and lightning, and the thunder peal 
Swept o'er the sc^e, and shook the mimic things, 
And made the lights grow dim and flickering, 
That memory lent to light the show withaL 

The storm and darkness passed, and with them, too, 
The phantom shapes— save one. It was the boy 
Crossing the sea, and seeking that great place. 
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The mart of the wide world ; then toilfuUy, 

With resolution high, that would not fail» 

Still pressing onward, though oft beaten down ; 

As the strong waves of the inflowing sea. 

Though crushed upon the rocks, and beaten back, 

Muster their force the more for the recoil, 

And ever more rush on, and rise at last 

High o'er the cliffs that broke them. So the youth 

Worked on, and won his toilful way to fame, 

And grew familiar to the lips of men. 

For he had looked more deep into his soul. 

And held long converse with the subtle powers 

That swayed and shook his spirit. So he learned 

The mysteries of his own inner nature, 

And made them ministers to work his will 

On other men as they had once on him-— 

To stir the wells of feeling to their source, 

To agitate and soothe, gladden and grieve — 

To be to human souls what winds of heaven. 

And sun, and shower, and elemental fire 
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Are to the soulless world of earth and sea — 
To be a Pobt. 

Thus it was the boy 
Had risen to man — ^the rhymster to the bard : 
But strength of body grew not with the one. 
Nor in the other healthiness of souL 
The wounds of his young life were still unhealed; 
And though the cautery had skinned them o'er, 
Yet was the poison rankling still beneath. 
Tainting his moral being. So his verse, 
Trenchant and lofty, spared not vice or folly. 
Nor much allowed for man^s or woman's worth. 
But showed their failings with a piaster's skiU. 
And so the mind^s tmrest wasted the form. 
And the slow fever of a morbid heart 
Was wearing him away. But when the blasts 
Of winter howled adown the gloomy streets, 
And frost and sleet-shower pinched his weakly frame, 
He left the town to seek a sunnier dwelling 
In southern climates. Then the love of home, 
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Donnant, but not yet dead, within his breast — 
A strong desire to see once more the haunts 
Of happy childhood — led his steps aside 
From his directer road. And thus it was, 
That very boy — ^that man of the dim vision — 
Now sate a-musing by the lone fireside, 
On Christmas eve, within the hamlet inn. 

The hours passed on unheeded — in the grate 

The logs burned low, and smouldered white — the 

lights 
Flickered within their sockets. From the tower 
Of the quaint church rang out the hour of twelve ; 
And then the brattle of the sweet-tongued bells, 
Clanging and clashing, pealed into the night 
A joyous chime, to welcome Christmas in. 
The stranger started, for those jocund tones 
Rang on his heart as old familiar sounds. 
Calling to mind the times when, as a boy, 
He loved to chant those solemn hymns of eld, 



d by Google 



EAVENSCROPT HALL. 29 

Which saints and holy fathers of the Church 
Have left as precious gifts to later times. 
And as he lay upon his couch that night, 
It seemed as though sweet voices in the air 
Gave utterance to his thoughts in strains like 
these : — 

'' ^ u lautfttm mai^tts 

XnutiOy lautio, laulfo; 
Mantis miiaibiUbtts, 

^lauTio, plautio, ploutro. 
(lEiloiis, sit gloria, 
IStinanti mtmoria, 

Bomiitt in aUts, 
dDtti Ustimonia 
IBantur ct pmonia 

H^otlitiB a psalti^/' 
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Glory be to God on high I 

Christ is bom to-day. 
Peace on earth, and charity, — 

Christ is bom to-day. 
Stars from heaven look wond'ring down 
On the Lord that left His throne; 
White-robed angels, golden-crowned, 
Strike their harps with joyful sound. 

Glory be to God on high! 
Christ is bom to-day. 

Peace on earth, and charity — 
Christ is born to-day. 

Such was the holy Carol that, as day 

Dawned greyly upon night, fell on the ear 

Of the still-sleeping stranger. Clear and small 
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The trebles of young children raised the song, 
Meet heralds, they, of that most gracious Lord 
Who loYed and took them in His sacred arms. 
And blessed them. Then the man's heart was touched. 
For he remembered, when a little child, 
How he and one he loved stole to the door 
Of his sire's chamber, and their Christmas hymn 
Sang reverently ; — then, with joyous shout, 
Cried, "Happy Christmas!" and "my Christmas- 
box!'' • 

Upon a pleasant stretch of richest ground, 
That sloped from up the river, where the trees 
Grew thick in sheltering patches, rose a pile 
Ancient and massive; such as ye may see 
Still in their ruins, near that classic stream 
Where the third William battled for our isle — 
Bective, or Mellifont; those glorious fanes 
That reverently men reared in olden times. 
To shame the hovels that the rich man now. 
Casting his mite into God's treasury. 
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Builds with a grudging hand and lukewarm heart 
To his Creator. Lofty nave and choir, 
With intersecting transept — ^high, square' tower — 
Doorways, where from the clustering shafts upspring 
The pointed arch, and in whose deep recess 
Arch within arch, in lessening span and height, 
Eise from the frequent columns, shortening still 
As they retire, while still betwixt the shafts, 
And o'er the archivolts, run mouldings quaint, 
Zig-za§ and toothed, trefoils, leaves and flowers — 
The muUioned windows, in whose graceful sweep 
The rose evolves its intersecting curves 
In florid tracery, wherein is seen 
The gorgeous light of many-tinted glass — 
Buttress and parapet, and gargoyles quaint, 

Grotesquely leaning from the heavy eaves.- 

Beautiful Temples I — See that none profane 
Their solemn grandeur with the rites or forms 
That erring man, in superstitious times. 
Devised to cramp the freedom and the grace 
Of Christ's most holy Bride. 
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Within the shadow of a clustered shaft 

That bore the stone-groined roof, the stranger leaned, 

And heard the Christmas service of our Church, 

Her prayers, her psalms, her reverent thankfulness, 

Her solemn jubilation, and the burst 

Of her triumphant anthem, that proclaimed 

*' Glory to God, peace and good- will to man;^* 

And all around, within that holy place. 

He saw glad faces; and the love of God 

To man was kindling in the heart of man 

Love to his brother. One there sat alone. 

Aged and bowed; upon whose reverend face 

Care and some secret grief had been at work. 

The young man's eye sought out that aged face. 

And gazed, and turned away, and gazed again ; 

As though a spell forced him to fix his eyes 

Upon a sight that wrung him. 

All had gone 
Forth from the church. The stranger lingered still 
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AmoDgst the aisles, and read upon the tombs 

The records of the dead. What now to them 

Were all the joys, the griefs, the things of life, 

Save in so far as these to each had been 

Probation to their souls for good or ill; 

» 
Their wealth, their power, their pride, their loves, 

their hates — 

All now were nothing, and had passed away, 

Even as the toys fall out of children's hands 

When sleep surprises them amid their sports. 

And so he mused; then turned his steps aside 

To a low postern in the churchyard wall. 

And passed into a wood-entangled walk 

That led up to the Hall. 

Alone, within the library, there sate 
The same old man. 'Twas Henry Kavenscroft — 
His eyes turned sadly to the mantel-piece, 
Where hung against the wall a rod .and flute. 
In happier days, when Walter was a boy. 
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These bad been his; and now, save a few books, 
They were the only memories of his -child 
The old man had to look on. Lovingly 
And long he gazed upon them, till the tears 
Blinded his yision. Then he looked around 
With a woe-stricken eye through the lone room. 
As if in search of some one. But he sighed 
In disappointed hope, and shook his head. 
And groaned, "Where art thou, Walter?" 

A sharp cry 
Bang through the chamber, and a trembling man 
Sank down before him, clinging to his knees. 
And sobbed forth humbly, — *' At thy feet, my 
father 1" 

Hours passed away — or it might be but minutes — 
Sensations, not the sands, measure out time 
Unto our spirits — and the sire and son 
Lay each on other's bosom. Who shall tell 
What words were spoke, or, harder still, what things, 
d2 
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Too great for words, were left unspoken — thoughts 
Long pent up in their souls — yearnings of love, 
Sorrow, and joy, and penitence, and pardon? 
Who shall profane the sanctuary of their hearts? 
Not I. This only know I, when at length 
Walter looked up, before his eyes there stood 
A matron fair who leaned upon a man, 
And held a young girPs hand. Alice and Ealph, 
With joy and wonder moved, stept forth to meet 

him; 
But Walter shuddered, and he pressed his hand 
Upon his eyes. Then Alice whispered low 
Unto the child, who softly stole to Walter, 
And took his hand, and looking lovingly 
Up in his face, said to him, 

" Uncle Walter, 
Mamma has told me oft that I should love you 
If I should see you ever, and I wish 
To love you now." 

But Walter drew his hand 
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From the child's grasp, and she shrank scared away — 
Yet once again her mother whispered long, 
And sent her back. Then timidly the child 
Approached and said, 

'* m tell you a sweet tale, 
How a great king once sent his only son 
Into a far-off land of wicked men, 
Who would not keep his laws. And how that son 
Was borne xmto its confines in the hands 
Of the king's servants, on a cold, wild night, 
When only one bright star shone out to guide them. 
And the king's son, disguised in mean attire, 
Taught men to keep the law and love the king, 
And cease from strife, and be as brothers all, 
In love and charity. And how at length 
He told the people that he was the son 
Of their great king. How some believed his words. 
How all the rest reviled and scorned, and said 
* Thou art not the king's son.' Then how they beat 
And thrust him forth for dead out of the land — 
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How he arose and went back to his father; 
But ere he left his small believing band, 
He gave them a commandment: it was this. 
That they should love each other even as he 
Loved them and loved his father — nay, still more. 
That as the king loved even the wicked men. 
And sent his son to win them back to duty, 
So should they love and bless their enemies — 
And how he told them if they should so love. 
The king would one day send for them to dwell 
In his own city evermore. And so 
He blessed them and departed." 

Then the tears 
Trickled through Walter's long, thin fingers down. 
And fell upon the child, who, wondering, said — 
" I did not mean to grieve you — ^pray, forgive 
And love me and us alL" 

The man bent down 
And caught the child into his bosom ; all ' 
The ice was melted round his heart; he kissed 
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The little one, then lifted up his voice 

And wept I— 

After a. moment's pause, Alice and Balph 

Stept softly up. He grasped his brother's hand, 

While she, disparting his thin hair, as erst 

When they, were boy and girl, pressed her pure lips 

Upon his brow, and blessed him as her brother. 

Walter departed not to sunnier lands; 
For the soft sunshine of the loving hearts 
That tended him brought health into his frame, 
And to his. spirit peace. And Alice, now 
His own dear sister, came to see him oft, 
And brought her little ones to glad his heart 
So the old Hall was once again his home, 
From which he wandered never; yet his voice 
Went forth again into the world. But now 
He sang of holier and of higher things 
Than he had sung before of; for a change 
Was wrought in him, complete and marvellous. 
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The Angel of Affliction had gone down 
Into the dark Bethesda of his soul, 
And troubled it. The Angel now was gone, 
But the wave sent forth healing. So his fame 
Grew wider and more lofty. 

In time the old man died, and Ealph and Alice 
Dwelt at the Hall; but Walter left it not, 
Nor ever mated: he would not enshrine 
Within the niche where once a saint had stood, 
Another image. But his heart now clung 
To her and hers with a most perfect love. 
Tender and steadfast. And it came to pass 
That Balph and Alice died, and Moreton's lands 
Descended to their daughters; but the Hall 
Was Walter's by inheritance. Then he 
Suffered the children not to go from him. 
For they were all now left for him to love; 
So, with a father's care he cherished them, 
And reared them up to opening womanhood. 



d by Google 



BAVEN8CR0FT HALL. 41 

Next he, too, passed away, and in his will 
He left his nieces all — his name, his fame. 
His books, and the old mansion. One request 
Annexed he — that upon each Christmas morn 
A choir of children should at dawn of day 
Proclaim the Saviour's birth in Carol sweet, 
Before the Oriel window at the Hall. 
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A VISION. 



** How wonderftil is Death, 
DeiUh, and his Brother, Stoepr 

Shsllbt. 



How beautiful and holy are the feet 
Of Evening stealing down the crimson heights 
Of the sun-tinted heavens! How reverently 
Earth hails her comings and at her approach 
Hushes the thousand varied sounds that ring 
Through daylight's toilful hours I The charmed wind 
Checks its rude voice abashed, and creeps along, 
A fragrant murmur on the cool grey dew 
That rises upwards, and as twilight fades 
From the fast-darkening sky, the pale-eyed stars 
Peep meekly out, unshamed by garish day, 
To gaze on beauteous Earth. 
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At such an hour * 
I lay in meditation on the crest 
Of a high beetling rock, retired and lone, 
Beside the* portal of a time-worn pile, 
Whose ivy- wreathed walls full many a tale 
Peopled with spectres. Deep within the shade 
Of coming night a hamlet lay below, 
Scarce visible, save when a sudden light. 
In hasty transit through some cottage door 
A moment opened, flashed athwart the gloom. 
And then evanished. On the fresh night-breeze 
The voice of some late loiterer from home. 
Or the low, dulcet bleat of folded sheep. 
At intervals came floating from beneath ; 
While ever on the ear the ceaseless rush 
(Softened by distance to sweet melody) 
Of the fleet stream, rejoicing in its strength, 
Fell fresh and soothingly — a mighty vein 
Pouring the life-blood through the freshened earth 
Deep to her ocean-heart And nearer still, 
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From out the tower within the old churchyard, 
Eang cheerily the sweet bells' simple chime, 
Pealing the passing hour, as though old Time 
Laughed as he sped o'er graves himself had filled. 
And as the gloom grew deeper still around, 
Dim thoughts of vanished things came trooping swift 
Upon the busy brain — hopes crushed, friends gone, 
And young life's purple light bedimmed with care. 
And then my spirit strove to look upon 
The hidden soul of Destiny, and know 
Why life is so. My eyes instinctive turned. 
In such vain musing, to the heavens, and met 
The bright stars gazing on me searchingly. 
Intense and silent Then I learned to feel 
Man looks not into heaven's high mysteries. 
But his own soul lies naked to the gaze 
Of eyes above him. 

In the early days 
Of the young world ('twas thus my thoughts took 
shape), 
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When six score years heaped wisdom upon man, 
It was not thus. The Hebrew on the mount 
Met God in council. Israel's young seer 
Heard him in visions. In the hush of night, 
High from his lonely tower the sage looked forth 
And watched the stars, and caught, with ear attent, 
Their*awful converse, as the subtle stream 
Of light electric passed between their spheres, 
And each unto the other showed forth 
Knowledge most wondrous. 

The chill air of night 
Creeps drowsily upon me: the dark vault 
Contracts around me, closing as a shroud 
Aerial. 

Yes, there sure were times of old 
When visions shadowed forth the ways of God, 
Even as the patriarch's mystic ladder climbed 
From earth to heaven. I would pause awhile 
Upon these thoughts. .... 
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That strange soft light, whence comes it ? 'Tis not 

day, 
So pale and undefined; nor twilight stolen 
Back upon night; too luminous for such — 
'Twould seem, as though the day and night had blent 
In mystic congress, and did procreate 
A child resembling both. Behold it moves 
Slowly along the hill-top. Now it rests 
By yonder knoll and in a wider sphere 
Evolves itself around, and as my eyes 
Look more intently in, two glorious forms 
Grow on my gaze distinct — 
The one a full, fair youth, whose round blue eye 
Is tranquil, soft, and downcast On his cheek 
The flush of health is mantling, and his breast 
Heaves low, yet visibly, with gentle breath 
Constant and equable: in his hand he bears . 
An argent vase, and round his lovely brows, 
Binding the flow of his ambrosial hair, 
Rippling like gold, a wreath of poppy twines. 
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Erect and tall the other angel stands, 
Like to the former in his mien and face, 
Though hard to tell wherein the likeness dwells — 
Like, yet, still differing wide, even as ye see 
Two brothers each resemble yet, diverse. 
Solemn, and sad, and thoughtful, on his brow — 
His pale, high marble brow — ^no chaplet bloomed, 
But unconfined his night-black tresses fell 
Adown his shroud-like vesture. His dark eye 
Was lustreless and cold, as though its light 
Turned inwards on itself, and gazed upon 
Things that have been and shall be yet again, 
When Past and Future, o'er the grave of Time 
Shall blend to make an everlasting Now. 
High from his forehead sprang a mystic gem — 
A cross of glowing sapphire — and at times 
Its light, self-living, flushed upon his face ; 
And then how wondrously that cold eye burned, 
And those impassive features sudden beamed 
In most serene and solemn loveliness. 
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While his emaciate hands raised reverently 
A crystal chalice, till that light divine 
Fell on its sides translucent, and within 
Some subtle essence, until now unkenned 
By my gross senses, kindled up and heaved 
A liquid fire, or like the waves by night 
That lick with phosphorescent tongue the oar 
That smites them into light. — ^While thus I gaze, 
A sound harmonious, thrilling sweet and low, 
Like soft winds rustling through the strained wires. 
Sinks on my spirit's sense ; now clearer still 
The tones take vocal shape. Hush I I would hear 
The angelic converse. 

ANOEL OF DEATH. 

Brother, all hail I 

ANGEL OF SLEEP. , 

Hail to thee, brother mine. 
Whence art thou now, and whither ? 

E 
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ANGEL OF DEATH. 

I am come 
Not from the reeking battle-field, for Peace 
Gratbers all nations 'neatb her outspread wings, 
As doves their young. — Not from the ravenous sea. 
For its grim jaws are closed. There's not a plague, 
Nor rending earthquake, nor devouring fire 
For great Jehovah's ministrant to reap 
A plenteous harvest from the fields of Time 
Into the gamers of Eternity. — 
But I have stood beside a prowling wretch. 
And watched him as he dogged the unguarded steps 
Of one he sought to slay. I led him on, 
Guiding his treacherous hand to drive the blade 
Into his victim's heart — a strong brave heart. 
That revelled in the sense of life and love. — 
And all unseen ^ve by the conscious night 
I held my chalice to the slai^ man's lips. 
And caught his spirit as the deep quick sob 
Gave it away. 
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ANGEL OF SLEEP. 

01 young and trusting heart. 
That swift, keen stroke was mercy I Yesternight, 
As in my arms he lay, I monished him 
In a dark vision, how that life would bring 
Sorrow on sorrow still, and love but prove 
A sword to pierce it 

ANGEL OF DEATH. 

Noiselessly I passed 
Into a chamber, where the softened light 
Of a close-shaded lamp revealed a couch. 
Whereon a fair young mother lay reclined. 
And on her heart her late-bom babe was hushed. 
A tear had left its trace on her wan cheek. 
And round her lips a lingering smile still played, 
The pangs and bliss of first maternity. 
Brother, I felt that thou had'st late been there, 

e2 
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For the still air was heavy with the breath 
Of all thy balms. 

ANGEL OF SLEEP. 

In sooth, 'twas even so. 
Just when the evening darkened into night 
I saw that mother give her babe to life. . 
The dew of pain was on her ashy brow, 
Her eye drooped dull and languid : she was faint, 
And her pale lips scarce opened as she asked 
Somewhat to moisten them. Then, as the leech 
Mixed her a potion, I drew near unseen, 
And in the cup I poured from out my vase 
The deep narcotic. Then she drank and smiled, 
And clasped her babe, and soon was all my own. — 
I passed to other work. 

ANGEL OF DEATH. 

'Twas so I found her. 
Brother, I knew how that true heart would yet 
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Be pierced with many sorrows, ev'n by him 
Who, innocent and pure, then felt its throbs, 
Should both fulfil the allotted years of life. 
Thus was I ruth to leave them ; and I thought 
That thou wouldst not deny me things so fair. 
So then, I laid my hands upon their heads, 
And pressed awhile together their sweet lips ; 
And thus I took them from thee — scarce from thee — 
For mine they seemed, even while they slumbered 

first, 
And scarce less thine when they had ceased to sleep. 

ANGEL OF SLEEP. 

So let it be, my brother. What didst next ? 

ANGEL OP DEATH. 

Then passed I near to one who called on me — 
Near ; yet I touched him not. For he was steeped 
In sin atd crime ; and He, whose voiceless will 
Bules us, commanded that I should not slay. 
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But wound him sore. Wherefore I smote him down, 
Until he felt the bitterness of Death, 
And with strong crying and with tears besought 
Him who alone could save. Lol he was heard. 
And now he waits thy ministrations blest. 

ANGEL OF SLEEP. 

Anon I will attend him. Wouldst thou hear 
How I have sped since our last meeting ? 

ANGEL OF DEATH. 

Yea. 

AKOEL OF SLEEP. 

I passed through a great city in the night. — 
Entering its suburbs, where the sweet green fields 
Strayed in upon the town, and the fresh air 
Struggled with heavy fumes of o'er- thronged life, 
Onward I passed, and opened wide my vase^ 
And waved it o'er me to the gentle wind, 
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Wliich bore the viewless seeds of slumber round 

To pleasant lodges and to lowly sheds, 

Till they weighed down obliviously the lids 

Of simple, happy folks and men who toiled 

Hard through the hours of day. But soon my path 

Grew close and darker. 'Twas a mean, foul street 

Where poor mechanics toil, and toil, and toil, 

By day and through the night. Tall chimneys rose 

Into the air, and puffed their sooty breath 

Into the face of heaven. Lights flared abroad 

Through many a window, and the ringing sound 

Of hammers broke the silence ; the dull beat 

Of loom and shuttle and the thousand tongues 

That Giant Labour clamoureth withal. 

Then did I close my vase. Its perfumed balms 

Were not for such as dwell in dens like these, 

Lank, sallow, lean-jawed men ; women whose cheeks 

Were white and drawn, whose eyes were sunk and 

dull; 
Children whose tiny faces, sharp and shrunk. 
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Put years upon them ; the precocious growth 
Of those that knew no sport save toil that ate 
Into their little hearts and drained away 
One half their youthful blood. Then sped I soon 
Through streets and courts, and squares, where men 

of wealth 
And meschandise and gain had their abodes ; 
On these I poured my essence, and they dreamed 
Of argosies and ingots, wrecks and failures. 
Next passed I swiftly through a spacious street, 
With lordly mansions reared on either side. 
From the half-opened windows, through the shrouds 
Of damask curtains, came the muffled sounds 
Of music and of revelry. But I 
Stayed not my steps. For sounds like these ne'er 

wooed 
My spirit to abide and take its rest 
Worn sensualists, whose sated tastes still crave 
New stimulants to stir their sluggish blood; — 
Touth, beautiful and fresh, wasting its prime 
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In wild excitement, wake within these halls 
Through the long, outraged night. 

ANGEL OF DEATH. 

Let them rage on 
Their short-timed madness. When the grey, cold 

morn 
Peeps on their waning lamps and home they wend, 
-Then surely will I meet them, one by one. 
The pallid beauty, as she steps from out 
Her chariot on the chilly pavement, feels 
My breath, and thinks 'tis but the air that stirs 
Her jewelled tresses. I will send the dews 
Into the young man's lungs, and fill with blood 
The brains of aged revellers, till they choke 
And suffocate. Say on. 

ANGEL OF SLEEP. 

Deep in a cell 
Lonely and dark, a woman lay in chains ; — 
Scarce more than child was she, and yet *twas said 
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Her babe she murdered; and next day was fixed 

For blindfold Justice, helped by purblind men, 

To say if it were so. Full well I knew 

How that sweet heart would slay no living thing. 

Then poured I on her red and tear-swoln lids 

The sweetest, holiest drops within my vase, 

And, as her sobs grew rarer and less wild, 

I hushed her into rest ; and then she dreanled 

Of verdant fields beside her native home 

All filled with sunshine on the fair May mom. 

When her young love and she strayed by the 
stream 

And plighted faith ; and how he was not dead, 

But new-returned from some far-distant land — 

And so I left her happy. 

ANGEL OF DEATH. 

On the morrow 
The law, however, will adjudge her guilty, 
And doom her unto me. 'Tis a sweet fate 
That man awards her, blindly working out 
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God's merciful intent, that she may rest 
In peace from all her sorrows. 

A peal of bells just at this moment rose 

Upon the silence, and the slow- winged breeze 

Bore up to where I stood a mingled sound 

Of many voices; and my quickened sense 

Of hearing caught the dulcet music made 

By clear -voiced children, maidens, and young men. 

As it passed softly by me up to heaven — 

The village vesper-prayer — in words like these. — 

Shades of night now softly falling, 
Round the fading landscape close. 

And the chimes of bells are calling 
Souls and bodies to repose. 

Lord of Heaven and Earth and Ocean I 

Throned within the starry sky, 
Lo, we pour, with glad devotion. 

Prayer and praise to Thee on high. 
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Blessing Thee for every blessing 

Through the busy hours of light, 

For all evils that, repressing, 

Thy right hand hath put to flight. 

All the darkness, Lord, enlighten, 
Of our spirits and our eyes: 

Let no ghostly perils frighten, 
Let n6 ills our rest surprise. 

Thou, that morn's and eve's outgoing 
Makest still thy praise proclaim. 

Sleep, Thy sweetest gift, bestowing, 
Send to bless each weary frame. 

Let thy angels, without number. 

Guard our else-unguarded breath ; 

Lord of Life I while still we slumber. 
Save us from the snares of Death I 
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Now metbought 
A shade of sadness passed athwart the brow 
Of the more solemn angel, and he said — 

ANGEL OF DEATH. 

My gentle brother! when the shadows fall 
Lengthening across the valley, and calm night 
Spreads broodingly her dark wings o'er the earth. 
All that hath life doth woo thee — gleesome birds 
And brutes through field and forest. The gay child, 
Wearied with sport, flings him upon thy breast, 
And mingles with his lisping prayers thy name, 
Asking that '* sweet sleep may his eyelids close." 
Youth and old age, sickness and health alike 
Hymn forth thy praise as the best boon of God, 
And call thee blessed, benefactor, friend. 
But me I — men tremble at my dreaded name, 
And nature shudders in her inmost soul 
As I approach, and calls me enemy, — 

His dark eyes slowly turned he then to heaven 
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Appealingly from man to God's award, 

And thus his pensive voice fell on mj ear 

ANGEL OP DEATH. 

Thou God Most Highl whose ministers we are, 

By Thy unclouded eye alone is seen 

All things in their true nature. That which man 

Deems in his blindness Evil, Thou dost cause 

To work exceeding Good. The dread decree 

On man pronounced, " Thou shalt surely die," 

Thou, by Thy holy passion on the Cross, 

Hast blotted out for ever, on that tree 

Nailing it fast, proclaiming to the world, 

** In Christ shall all be made alive again.'' 

Then spake the other angel — 

ANGEL OP SLEEP. 

Brother mine. 
When man arises from his rest by night 
At morning's dawn, refreshed from bygone toil, 
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He blesses me and the Great God who sent me. 
Shall not the just man, when thine hour is nigh, 
Bless thee and Him that sent thee; deeming thee 
Not Death but Sleep; and waking from the grave, 
Bise up renewed to everlasting life? 

Thus spake he, and the other smiled. Then both 
Passed down the steep to where the hamlet lay. 

As one who into a deep trance is thrown 
By the mesmeric passes or the flame 
Of " Odyl force" transfused into his frame. 
Sends forth his soul excursive to explore 
Regions far distant without aid of sense, — 
So did my spirit follow after these 
And watch their ministration amongst men. 

Upon a pallet in a low, close room, 
A young man lay, in mortal sickness stretched. 
And his young wife, clasping his clay- cold hand. 
Had flung herself beside the couch and wept 
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A reverend man sate near the shaded light, 

And read from forth a volume in his hand 

" The visitation for the sick." That part 

He read, how God doth chasten whom He loves — 

How Christ did enter not into His joy 

Till first He suffered — How the door to Life 

Is Death. Then questions put he to the sick 

Touchinjg his faith, to which the man replied 

Faintly but steadfastly. Whereon the priest 

Spake further to him, and then kneeling down. 

Thus prayed beside him — 

'Father all merciful 1 who from Thy throne 
In heaven look'st down upon Thy children here 
In tenderest love; — blest be Thy holy name. 
Speed to our longing hearts the glorious day 
When all the kingdoms of the world shall be 
The kingdoms of the Lord and of His Christ, 
When every creature joyfully shall yield 
Such prompt obedience to Thy gracious will 
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As now in heaven the holy angels da 
Thou that dost give, in their due season, meat 
Unto the lions, to the lilies bloom, 
Give us to-day — ^'tis all our trustful hearts 
Ask of Thy careful love — raiment and food 
Our bodies to sustain, and for our souls 
The bread of Heaven. And, as we freely grant 
To others pardon for their wrongs to us. 
Do thou forgive us all our sins 'gainst Thee. 
Faithful and just Thou art, Oh I let us not, 
Thy weak yet willing children, tempted be 
Beyond our strength to bear, but with the trial 
Make Thou the way to 'scape it For to Thee 
All power of right belongs — all majesty ; 
And still from age to age, world without end, 
Thy sceptre sways to nature's farthest bounds. 

Amen.' 

Then was the spirit of the young man glad 
With an exceeding joy, and when the psalm 

F 
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Was ended, and the minister of God 

Had solemnly committed to the Lord, 

As to a most strong tower, the sick man's soul, 

Then spake he thus his faith immovable — 

His high, immortal hopes, 

" Though Death's dissolving hand shall touch this 
frame. 
And chill corruption hold her sway within — 
Though the fotd worms shall burrow through my 
skin 
Into this motddering clod without a name. 
Yet in my flesh shall I the Lord behold, 

And view him with mine eyes. For I do know 
That my Redeemer lives. When Earth shall grow 
Wasted and weak with age, and Heaven wax old, 
As doth a garment; then, in that last hour. 

When mortals' hearts are failing them for dread. 
Upon the quaking world His steps shall tread. 
And Heaven, and Earth, and Hell shall own His 
power." 
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With these last words triumphantly exhaled 
The yotmg man's spirit: the pale angel stood 
Above him and received his ransomed soul. 
When all was over, slowly then arose 
His wife — Ahl wife no more — ^his widow lone — 
And dried her tears; — ^then gazed upon the face 
Of him she loved. Alas I these poor, meek eyes 
Are weary with long watchfulness and tears ; 
That loving gaze grows dim, and dull, and feeble, 
Flutters, and fails. Her head falls heavily 
Upon the dead man's bosom. — Over her then 
The fairer angel bends — and lol she sleeps I 
Sleeps, as one dead 1 — There was the twin repose 
Of those who rest from labour — ^Death was Sleep. 
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" Naples I fhoa heart of men which ever pantest 

Naked beneath the lidless eye of Heaven ; 
Elysian City, which to catan enchantest 
The matinons air and sea ; th^ roond thee even 
As Sleep round Lore are drlTen. 
Metropolis of a mined Paradise, 
Long lost, late won, and yet bat half regained." 

Shellet. 



I. 

Down Ischia's steep the sun has set, 
And left the stainless blue of heaven 

Flushed with the sultry glory yet 
His sinking beams have given, 

As richly o'er the trembling sea 

Is lingering still the light of day. 

How rich the light, how pure the hue 
That spreads o'er yon fair sky, 
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No heart may dream, no tongue may tell 

But their* s whose fate has been to dwell 
Beneath the ever-glorious blue 
Of sun-lit Italy.— 

And now, as comes his latest ray 

Dancing o^er the smiling sea. 
Hark from the distant turret pealing, 

To mark the hallowed hour of prayer, 
The mellowed chime of bells comes stealing 

Soft o'er the stirless air. 
Making such clear unearthly melody 

Athwart the growing shades of even, 
That mortal ears may take it well to be 

The tongues of angels chanting down from 
heaven 

Midway to mMi's abode. 
To hear the songs of praise that rise 
From countless lips into the skies 

Hailing the stainless Bride of Grod. 
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* Ave Maria I Virgin boly! 

Star that sliinest o'er the wave I 
Hear the seaman, bending lowly, 

Thou canst guide us — ^thou canst save. 

When the dawn is breaking faintly, 
Unto thee our hearts we raise; 

Virgin, Spouse, and Mother saintly. 
Star of Morning I thee we praise. 

When the sun in noontide splendour 

Lightens all the glowing sky. 
Worship then we meekly render, 

Queen of Heaven I to thee on high. 

And when now at tranquil even 
Starlight trembles o'er the sea. 

Mother mild, look down from Heaven, 
For our eyes look up to thee. 
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Shine, sweet Ocean-Star, divinely 

O'er us thro' the glooms of night; 

Soothe the waves and winds benignly, — 
Guard us till the morning's light' 

II. 

Down Ischia's side has sunk the sun, 

And Capri's vine-clothed isle 
Flings o'er the sea its shadow dun, 

Lengthening o'er many a mile 
To Castel-Mare's sheltered strand, 

As though, to join the rock and shore, 
'Twere strewn by spirits' unseen hand 

A shadowy causeway o'er; 
While ever through the roseate sky, 

That looks like northern morning's breaking. 

Bright as a young babe's cheek when waking, 
The sulphury smoke mounts taperingly 

From Vesuvio's cratered cone, 
Whose azure brow is tranquil now 
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As he sleeps on bis laya throne. 
God! His a solemn and thoughtful sight 

To look on that murderer's sleep, 
As his head is bright in the fading light 

When the sun is on the deep: 
His black, thick breath, in sulphureous wreath, 

Puffs in the still clear air. 
Forced by the sobs when his hot heart throbs 

As he heaves in his restless lair. 
Bared to the bone are his ribs of stone, 

Stript by his own heart's fire: — 
Round his feet are piled the ruins wild 

That he Wrought in his waking ire. 

IIL 
Down Ischials side the sun has set; 
And now the purple tints of even. 
Along the far horizon met. 
Steal mellow o'er the gloaming heav'n, 
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Bathing in their dulcet light 

Sant' Eremo's castled height, 

Blending with the shadows deep 

Of buttress strong, and tower and keep, 

A hue so soft and hoar, 
That Time's all- wasting hand appears 
To sanctify the pile he sears 

With many a deep rent o'er. 
And high into the dreamy air, . 
From the terraced city fair 
That sinks to meet the ocean's bounds. 
Rise, in ever- thronging sotmds. 
Laughter wild, and faint cries, telling 
The restless life within her dwelling. 
And softly o'er the silent sea 

Falls the plash of some lone oar. 
Wafted in faint melody 

To the gently curving shore, 
Whose peopled edge is flaring bright 
With many a moving, flashing light 
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Streaming through the sombre air, 
As if the baffled daylight there 

Were struggliog still with night — 
And all along the world on high 

The fadeless stars are hung, 
From Zenith to the boundary 
Where azure sea meets azure sky, 

In thronging mjrriads flung; 
Tou scarce can tell if yon faint light, 

That bums with trembling beam 
Upon the distant verge of night. 

Floats on the sky or stream. 
And well that ocean, still and blue, 

Might cheat the charmed eye 
To deem, outspread beneath its view. 

Some wondrous nether sky. 
For many a snowy sail unfurled, 

As 'twere in mimicry 
Of clouds within the skyey world, 

Floats o'er the slumbering sea — 
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And many a star-like light is seen 

Along its breast to rove. 
That burns as fair and bright, I ween. 

As those in heaven above; 
For the fisherman 's flinging his net in the sea. 
And joyously singing his barcarole free — 
And the sea-star that lights the ocean dark 
Is kindled in his lonely bark ; 
And these are the strains that steal along, 

Faintly floating to the shore, 
Waking mtoij a deathless song 

Of the bards of the days of yore. 

IV. 
And who are they that sing these strains 

That erst Torquato sung ? — 
A race of slaves in all, save chains 

Not yet around them flung. 
Degenerate children of the brave, 

The virtuous, and the free. 
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Too feeble now their land to save, 

Too grovelling and too cowardly 
For that best boon to mortals given, 
The heritage of God in Heaven — 

The boon of Liberty 1 

V. 

If, as ye boast yourselves, ye be 

Sprung from that mighty sire, 
Jove's noblest earth-bom progeny, 
Who triumphed o'er the tyranny 

Of Juno's vengeful ire — 
Where is the all-sustaining soul — 

The strength, the godlike energy 
That sunk not 'neath the stem control 

Of Heaven's unjust decree? 
Does not one smouldering spark remain 

Of him whose infant clasp 
The full-flushed serpent's heart could strain 

Within his strangling grasp? 
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Or yet have cankering sloth and years 
And foreign threats and coward ifears 

So worn ye to decay 
Ye cannot crush the snakes that climb 
Around ye in your manhood's prime 

To drain your lives away, 
Till men believe your lineage high 
A jest in bitter mockery, 
To show you, to all nations' scorn, 
In utter feebleness forlorn. 

VL 

Sweet clime I where all that Nature gave 
With bounteous hand and free, 

Mountain and valley, isle and cave, 
Still smile unchangingly 

In all the fair and lovely hues 

That first awoke Italians Muse. 

The wanderer — ^who has left his home 
In a far, chill northern land. 
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Amid the classio scenes to roam, 

Sweet Naples, near thy strand — 
He blesses thee with fervent pray'r 

As his footsteps linger o*er. 
In the balmy evening air, 

Thy ever-beauteous shore. 
When winding up the caverned side 

Of that fair verdant hill 
That looks upon the outspread tide 

So ebbless and so still, 
He views a scene so sweet around 
That men have named it holy ground. 
Where Sorrow's voice is charmed to rest, 
And all who gaze perforce are blest 
Or straying through the leafy bow'rs 
Where the broken sunshine pours 
Its light upon the gushing vine. 
He pauses o'er the spot divine 
Where Maro chose his shaded rest, 
'Mid scenes he loved and sung the best 
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He blesses thee, when on the deep. 

At the hour that daylight dies, 
He sees the golden sunset steep 

In crimson light thy cloudless skies, 
Thy hills, thy countless groves and isles 

Glowing in the day-god's smiles. 
May thy sons awake from sleep. 

Like the smouldering fire that dwells 
Harmless long within the deep 

Of Vesuvio's sulphury cells — 
May the hour of their awaking. 
O'er the world in glory breaking, 
Flashing fierce in angry pride. 
Sweep with hot resistless tide 
O'er the locust tribes that dare, 

Tampering with thy sleeping strength. 
Settle on thy bosom fair 

As if their puny might at length 
Could strangle thus the throes of ire 
That throb within thy heart of fire. 
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Come, heavenly Music, come 
O'er my enraptured soul. 
Shedding thy sweetest influence around, 
Clad in the witcheries of softest sound: — 
I bend to thy controL 
Suppliantly 
I bow to thee. 
And yield my senses up in willing slavery. 

Goddess I with thy magic touch. 

Wake not within me the deep chords 
Of passions that lie darkly slumbering there, — 
Anger, and grief, and fell despair, 
That, at thy mystic words, 

G 
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With sudden gleam 
Wake from their dr^am. 
And kindle up the soul in one wild flame. 

Come not on the battle blast 

From the gory field of death, 
Nor on the voice of the wild-echoing horn 
Along the plain, blood-reeking borne. 

Where, as it floats, the warrior's last breath 
Expires upon the sound. 
While all around 
The peals of war's fierce minstrelsy resound. 

Come not from the courtly hall 

Where Dissipation rears his shrine, — 
Where the gay notes invite the sprightly dance, 
.That please the ear, yet not the soul entrance ; 
Nor come, thou pow'r divine. 
With the light strain 
That cheers the swain. 
While rude mirth revels in the train. 
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From thine own shrine descend 

Amid the bright- winged cherubim of God, 
Such as of old — when, to the utmost bounds 
Of boundless space, were heard the joyous sounds 
From out the dread abode, 
Where sat on high 
The Ruler of the sky. 
And marked each swinging world heave wildly by. 

When from the depths unsearchable 

Omnipotence stretched forth His awful arms, 
Curbing each mass, that wandered thro' the main 
In reckless fury, by its orbit's chain; — 
Then crashing worlds' alarms 
Sunk suddenly 
To deep tranquillity. 
And every sphere combined in heavenly harmony. 

Such as the hymns of praise 

Of the Archangels as they bore along, 
g2 
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From light unquencliable that first bright glance 
That woke the sleeping world from its dark trance, 
When heaven's angelic host caught up the 
song 
With words of fire 
Thou didst inspire 
Till trembling systems echoed to the choir. 

If strains like these, divine. 

Are poured to Deity alone — 
If 'tis not granted unto mortal ear 
Thy voice through all its heavenly tones to hear — 
In unveiled splendour if thou art not shown 
To mortal's eyes 
Who vainly tries 
To live and view thee in thy heavenly guise: 

Come then, sweet Maid, 

Soft as by Hermes found 
(When happy Greece he gaily wandered o'er), 
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Within the tortoise-shell upon the shore, 
Where thy young soul lay bound ; 

Then eagerly 

He set thee free, 
And soon the god grew eloquent from thee. 

Or, in the calm, clear night, 

When nought is waking save the zephyr's 
sigh, 
Come, borne upon Eolian strings along. 
Breathing thy softest, sweetest, saddest song, 

Scarce blent with aught of earthly minstrelsy : 
Each wondrous tone 
A spell might own 
To draw down listening spirits from their starry 
throne. 

Oh! at thy melting voice 

The soul springs wildly from her seat away — 
Old Time stands lost — forgets the circling hours, 
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While each dark thought from memory's bosom 
pours 
The shadowy tribute of some long-past day — 
£arth*s clogging chain 
Would bind in vain 
The swelling heart that feels thy magic strain. 
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"THE REMEMBRMCE OF YOUTH IS A SIGH." 

(Satiho or Ali, thb Son or Mahomit.) 

*TwAs when the golden summer sun sank down the 

blue hill-side, 
And lengthened shadows had begun to mark the 

eventide, 
And village bells in sweet-toned chiilne poured on the 

still, calm air, 
The voice of holy peace to man to rest from toil and 

care. 

An aged man sate in the cool and balmy breeze that 
play'd 

Around the thin, white locks that down his time- 
worn forehead stray'd. 
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The chilling years had quenched the fire within his 

glazing eye, 
And bowed his form, once straight and proud in 

manhood's energy. 

Fast by his feet, in glimmering sheen, a streamlet 

leaped along, 
Flinging into the ghostly light a gush of wordless 

song, 
While by a cankering dial-shaft a fair child stood 

alone. 
And laughed to see the stream run past, the shades 

flit o'er the stone. 

The old man smiled to see the child thus sporting 

recklessly. 
As 'twere with precious time, that led life to eternity, 
And then he sighed as memory's tide poured o'er his 

lone heart fast. 
The thoughts of years, as streams long pent burst 

from their bonds at last. 
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He sigh'd, aspass'd in dim review before his spirit's eye 
The shadows of departed things, the light of joys 

gone by;— 
The loved, the true, the fair, the brave, before the 

mourner stood 
Once more as in life's happier day, to mock his 

solitude. 

The child hath crept to where he sate thus musing 

long and mute. 
And struck in wayward restlessness against his 

grandsire's foot — 
They're gone I— they're gone I — ^the vision's fled as 

ghosts at dawn of morn; 
And in the solemn, pale twilight the old man rose 

forlorn. 

** Sooth hast thou said, thou ancient sage," in bitter- 
ness he cried. 

For now no more his spirit's woe would utterance be 
denied — 
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*^ Sooth hast thou said, when age looks back upon 

the days gone by, 
Time-drifted o'er his head, he finds their memory a 

sigh." 

'* A sigh to think upon the hours of sinless infancy. 
When earth seemed strewed with bright-eyed flow'rs 

and life a revelry. 
When sorrow left no sting behind and laughter chased 

our tears. 
And we but smiled as Time coiled round our hearts 

his chain of years. 

" A sigh o'er that sweet spring of life when first the 
young heart knows 

A gush of strange and tender thought that o'er the 
bosom flows. 

The throb of love intensely felt within its bursting 
core. 

When beauty's eye first lights the flood that dark- 
ling ran before. 
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" A sigh o'er manhood's glorious dawn, when heart 

and hope were strong, 
And visions bright of high emprise the proud soul 

lured along ; 
When, like a well of quickening spell, life flowed in 

plenteous stream, 
And round its brink we pressed to drink, Love, 

Friendship, Glory, Fame. 

" A sigh o'er manhood's soberer prime, when, dream 

and passion gone. 
The high heart's blood in calmer pace more mea- 

suredly flowed on, 
Day after day all patiently ambition's paths to roam 
And shrink at peaceful eventide to holier joys of 

home. 

" A sigh for these, for each, for all — prime, youth, 

and childhood gay, 
Each dear life-drop that ruthless Time drains from 

our hearts away; 

Digitized byLnOOQlC 



92 THE REMEMBRANCE OF TOUTH IS A SIGH. 

O'er all we've loved and lost, that now like ruins 

round us lie, 
And make lone life a wilderness, and memory a sigh. 

** Oh, Grod I the aged lingerer, thy bitterest dregs, 

must drain 
Within that cup that passeth not while one drop 

may remain. 
As year by year the friends most dear that on his 

bosom lay. 
Like ripples on the ocean's breast pass one by one 

away. 

*'What skills it that his name was high in years 
that now are gone. 

That sculptured fame and dinted mail hang o'er his 
cold hearth-stone. 

The niche that holds some scion loved, the portrait- 
clothed walls 

But mock him in the solitude of still and childless 
halls. 
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"As o'er the tomb, beneath whose pile the once 

proud spirit sleeps, 
The cold, stern marble effigy its mocking vigil keeps, 
So o'er the palsied heart that tombs youth's crushed 

and perished fires, 
The chill, dull form of age weighs down, till life 

itself expires. • 

"Oh, not to him I — not unto hiin life wears the 

brilliant hues 
That hope and feelings fresh and strong round all 

her scenes diffuse; 
The sluggish pulse of feeling swells more dull at 

every heave. 
And hope hath btU one lure in store — the quiet. of 

the grave. 

"And is it so? — ^is there no hope beyond this sad 

world's gloom 
Save what the sceptic's frightful creed finds in an 
4 endless tomb ? 
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Is there no life when death is past — no joy when 

grief is o'er, — 
No memory of all we loved, to cheer the heart once 

more?" 

A smile passed o'er the old man's lips, he raised his 
head on high 

To where the lustrous stars of heaven hung twink- 
ling silently; 

His dim eye seemed to search as if a record true 
were there 

Of all the world had now forgot of perished joy and care. 

** There is a memory," he cried, " within yon pure 

world found, 
Sweet as the fragrance morning's beams draw from 

the dew-damped ground— 
The memory of days well spent, that costs the heart 

no sigh, 
That lights the close of weary life with hope of bliss 

on high," 1^ 
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The cbild hath caught his grandsire's hand, now 

wearied with his play, 
And sportively essayed to draw the musing man 

away. 
Then down the silvery streamlet's bank, slow in the 

gleaming light. 
Mourning old age and childhood gay passed from 

before my sight. 
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**nac S* bdvvripog /3ioc avOpdirSiv 
K' ovx €<TTi TTovdv avaiTavffig" 

EUBIPIDES. 

^' Singula de nobis anni prsedantnr euntes." 

HOBACE. 



I LOVE to look upon a moonlit sky 

All cold and cloudless as at midnight seen, 
When countless stars are twinkling forth on high 
Their beams of homage to night's virgin queen — 
While in serene and full-orbed majesty 

She walks all beauteous through Heaven's blue 
domain, 
Shedding on the hushed world her radiance mild, 
As smiles a mother fair upon her sleeping child. 

Sweet moon! at this lone hour I love thee; now 
When tremblingly thy pallid radiance streams 
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In silver sheen athwart old Ocean's brow, 

Whose waters heave in worship of thy beams ; 
Yes, I do love thee, and to thee I bow, 

Thou bright inspirer of the poet*s dreams, — 
He, thy Endymion of the Grecian story, 
Whom thou didst lap, by night, in thy diaphanous 
glory. 

Queen of the silver shaft! thy soft mild light 
More grateful shines to me than the warm rays 

Of thine o¥ni island-brother, though more Iwight 
His golden glances bum through cloudless days 

They parch the boiling blood with fever's bl^ht, — 
But well I love thy beam that trembling plays. 

Touching the gazer's soul with gentle power 
To wake up pensive thoughts that sleep in busier hour. 

Perhaps beneath thy fav'ring light some lyre 
Wakes each soft echo that as softly dies, 

In climes where Love for ever sheds his fire 
On hearts as warm and cloudless as their skies — 

H 
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Bright land, where beauty's loveliest forms inspire 

The painter's soul and wake the poet's sighs ; 
Ausonian beauty! kneeling at whose shrine 
Petrarch the laurel won, and Raphael grew "divine." 

Oh I many ^ watcher besides me is bending 
On thy calm face an all-enraptured eye, 
While Melancholy's spirit, soft descending, 
Calls from the breast the unavailing sigh, 
As Memory a backward glance is sending 

To friends and scenes of happier days gone by. 
That rise around us in our sad employ. 
And mock the mourning heart with thoughts of 
vanished joy. 

Oh I Memory, hurried on thy dusky tides, 
How floats the spirit down Time's dim abyss I 

While scenes, another world in darkness hides. 
Crowd round the soul, nor leave one thought 
of this. 
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As in her love and mystic flight she glides, 

Unseen, yet scaiining years of grief and bliss — 
'Tis but our prison-house that's lingering here, 
The clog that chaineth down the spirit from her sphere. 

On such a night as this should rise the sage, 
And seek those everlasting mysteries 

Which the All- wise hath graved upon the page 
Of yon blue heavens ; could but mortal eyes 

Peruse those records of each long-past age, 
Oh I what eternal truths they'd teach the wise: 

The glittering stars, set up in heaven, proclaim, 
In characters of fire, the Eternal's mystic name I 

He learns a truth who looks upon the moon 
And muses on the varied life of man. 

On earth's delusive pleasure fled as soon 
As tasted, ere the wretch that 's baffled can 

Resign them unrepining — Fortune's boon 
Is ofl^ered and withdrawn in life's short span 
h2 
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A thousand times, while false joys ino(^ the sight 
Like those pale beams that light, but fail to warm 
the night. 

Our flood of life is ruled, for some dark cause. 

By fate, or something we as little know. 
As governed by yon fickle planet's laws 

The mighty oceans learn to ebb and flow. 
Some bright, some darkly, onward still it draws. 
Some bound forth swiftly, others glide more 
slow. 
Some chafe and madly heave, some calmly hide 
Their waters in Eternity's black, shoreless tide. 

Eugenius I I had known thee in the hour 
Of gay and reckless boyhood, when the heart 

Expands its blossoms like the summer flower, 
All warm and glowing, without guile or art — 

Twining its tendrils in the ardent power 

Of youthful friendship : Oh I how soon may part 
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The firmest ties, how many a wind that blows 
Nips the young woodbine's shoots that twine among 
the rose I 

Yes, I had known thee when our young hearts oped 

With eager haste to meet each coming joy ; 
We dreamed delusive pleasures, and still hoped 

That Heaven would realize our heart's employ ; 

Still, as with Time's all-wasting years we coped, 

Thy hopes grew clouded; sickness, dread alloy 

Was mingled with them— winter's blast that brac'd 

My healthful frame with strength, but breathed on 

thine to waste. 

Half drawn from earth, half lingering still beneath, 
His spirit walked not in the ways of men ; 

Now held by life, while now the grasp of death 
Snatched his poor victim half from earth again ; 

So slight the bond that even an infant's breath 
Might rend away his struggling spirit's chain, 
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Which like a fluttering bird did ever seek 
To snap the fragile string the first chance wind would 
break. 

Disease came forth and laid his withering brand 
On both, and both before his power gave way. 

I slowly rose — for me the stem command 
Was issued, sore to wound, but not to slay. 

Pale and exhausted, from the tyrant's hand 
I rose at length, — ^but he was passed away : — 

His fragile form did but the touch confess 
That gave him unto death —then fell to nothingness. 

He died ; yet over his untimely bier 

No tear of mine bedewed his death-cold clay ; 

A friend's misfortunes only claim a tear — • 
Not the poor debtor, who can soonest pay 

Inexorable Nature. Wanderer, cheer 

Thy heart, as thou drawest nigh thy resting 
day; 
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Oh I far more happy than the friends that still 
Must journey through this world of suffering and ill. 

Oh, many a bud that swells in early spring, 

In richest promise of a goodly bloom — 
When now its bursting leaves are oped to fling 

In full luxuriance all its sweet perfume, 
Corruption comes upon the tempest's wing, 

And strews its beauties in a timeless tomb ; 
Bootless each sunbeam and each fostering shower 
That kindly Heaven hath poured around its infant 
hour. 

And such are mortal hopes — ^in life's first dawn 
Bright as the rainbow, but as fleeting too—* 

Shining all gorgeous, till the sun ^s withdrawn, 
And then they fade in darkness from our view ; 

And we must toil in gloom and sorrow on. 
Scarce cheered with one glad beam to guide us 
through 
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Our graveward way, till storms and gloom are past, 
And Life's high swelling surge shall sink in peace at 
last. 

Where are the pleasures that have oped so fair? 
Where are the hopes that each new year should 
crown? — 
When Winter's breath shall chill the humid air, 
And pour his whitening snows o'er Autumn's 
brown, 
Go seek them, then, and thou shalt find them there, 
Where summer flowers have laid their beauties 
down. 
Faded and dead.-~Keturn, and rear once more 
Some fond-loved hope to fiade as faded those before. 

Where is the mind's bright sunshine? where the ray 
That caused, in boyhood's mom, with fairy power. 

Each mote-like thought in its warm light to play, 
That floated o'er the soul in pleasure's hour? 
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Where ure the friends of youth — oh I where are 
they? 
With autumn's leares midst winter's storm and 
show^. 
Dread Beaper, say, shall nought escape thy swoop ? 
Must loveliness and youth before thy sickle stoop? 

I do remember, in the days that now 

Are lapsed again into eternity, 
A fair and gentle girl, upon whose brow 

Nature had yet scarce written legibly 
That she was woman, and the silken flow 

Of whose long, lustrous hair wound airily 

Round such a face as Raphael oft would love 

Tp paint in holy bashfulness beneath the dove. 

A form where all was harmony, a mien 
Full of the pride of maiden dignity, 

A step as light as the young chamois* seen 
Bounding along her native Alp-crags free ; 
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A spirit meet for such a shrine, serene 

And pure as aught in this frail world can be, 
Where mortal stain, and error's misty maze, 
Shroud the soul's native light within the purest vase. 

The pride of many an anxious bosom, ere 

Love flung his meshes round her youthful heart. 

Troubling its holy pulses with a care, 

She passed away as sweet sounds may depart, 

Leaving their sweetness still upon the air: 

Yet some there are whose tears unbid will start, 

Who saw within the grave their loved one laid, 
Mourning with unavailing grief above the dead. 



Why mourn ye for the blest? 
She is withdrawn for ever from the strife. 
The coil, the vanity, the snares of life, 

To an eternity of holy rest: 
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God hath resumed from out its earthlj lamp 
That pure, and soft, and gentle light that shone 

Half dimmed by mortal shades and earthlj damp, 
To burn all brightly pure before His throne. 
Why mourn ye for the blest ? 

Mourn over those that live, 
Still toiling on their pilgrimage of tears, 
Whose souls are fettered still by sins and fears. 
Whose nights are given to waking, and to grieve 
Their cheerless days. Yes, mourn for those alone. 

Mother and sire, brother and sister dear, 
They at whose side the lovely dead had grown 
From child to woman fair through each glad year 
Mourn over those that live. 

Mourn not for those that die: 
No tears, no cries can e'er again restore 
The loved ones ravished from us evermore, 

And yield the cherished forms to heart or eye. 
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Mourn not — but hope that when we pass away 
From this world's number, we shall meet again 

All that we lost, and live an endless day 

Where grief no more the Spirit's light can stain. 
Mourn not for those that die. 



Again I look upon the cloudless night, 
And stars of silver in their deep blue sea : 

I view them glorious — ^but their heavenly light 
Tells not the tale of future unto me. 

Oh I could I read those myriad orbs aright, 
And learn the counsels of futurity. 

How would my spirit shun the awful lore — 
Then close the volume dread, O God, for evermore I 
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*' Or ever the sQrer cord be looted, or the golden tiowl be broken, . . . 
Then shall the durt return to the earth as it was: and theq>irit shall retnm 
nnto God who gave it** 



Oh I for a spell that could recall 

The sinless days of jore, 
From out Eternity's dark thrall. 

And give me them once more — 
That could renew young life's pure light, 
That made the heart within all bright, 
And all the world without to shine 
Badiant in its glow divine. 

Oh 1 for a hand that could restring 
The soul's loosed cord anew — 

That tould retune each note to ring 

A tone as sweet and true 
As when, with trembling sense, they caught 
A passion-sound from every thought, 
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As wind-lutes utter to the breeze 
Their wild, mysterious melodies. 

In vain, in vain I — There is no spell 

Backward life's stream to roll — 
To light afresh the heart's dark cell, 

Or re-attune the soul. 
Fainter and fainter grows the light, 
Until it sinks at last in night; 
More languidly each tone will come. 
Until at last the string be dumb. 

A mighty hand — 'tis God's decree — 

Shall break the golden lamp. 
And quench life's light unpityingly 

In darkness and in damp. 
The silver cord shall rend away ; 
The harp within the earth shall layt 

Mouldering into dust, beneath 

The inexorable hand of Death. 
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Ob I not for aye shall light and lamp 

Lie quenched and crushed in gloom ; 
Npr moulderiDg ever thus in damp 

Shall harp and string be dumb. 
A mightier One than Death, whose will 
First made them all with wondrous skiU, 
Resumed the deathless note and ray, 
When harp and lamp were flung away. 

His hand, when time shall be no more, 
The shattered lamp shall take; 

Refine its gold, its form restore. 
Its light more glorious make. 

He shall refit the harp again, 

Anew the loosed cord shall strain, 

Till, to the silver string be given 

A tone that's meet to sound in Heaven. 
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Into the greenwood 

When the sun 's shining, 
Rove I where branches 

Thickest are twining — 
Pondering with tearful eye, 
Breathing the bootless sigh 
For joys and friends gone by, 

In vain repining. 

Marking where leaflets 
To the winds quiver, 

The green and the sear ones 
Fall in the river ; 
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Down on that dark stream's flow 
Eddying about they go, 
Swiftly some, others slow, 
Onward for ever. 

Then I remember 

Dear ones departed. 
The old in their ripe years. 

The young still green-hearted. 
Sure and unsparingly 
Death shakes Life's loaded tree, 
And hearts that fondest be 

Rudely are parted. 

When through the still boughs 

Sunbeams are straying, 
I watch on the green bank 

The golden light playing. 
But when the breezes wake. 
Then the lithe branches shake. 
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Aud shades the sunshine break 
In dark o'erlaying. 

Then o'er my heart comes 
The mem'ry returning 

Of joys that, like sunlight, 

Make bright our life's morning : 

Till storms rise fitfully. 

And o'er Life's sunny sky. 

Like gloomy shadows, fly 
Sorrow and Mourning. 

Deep in the covert 

The young blackbird dwelling, 
Pours out the melody 

In her heart swelling. 
Ah, me I L think of one, 
In happy days now gone. 
Who sang with gladsome tone. 

Sweet beyond telling. 
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Sleep in their dark beds 

Most I loved dearest, 
Cold and estranged now 

Are some once nearest 
Yet happier far for me 
Th' unalloyed memory 
Of those true dead, who see 

Now all hearts clearest. 

In a vain shadow 

Man 's ever straying, 
Error and passion 

His judgment betraying. 
But Time is draining fast 
Lifers sands, and then at last 
Truth's light shall search the past, 

All things displaying. 

Hark I through the still air 
Comes a low cooing, 
i2 
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Soft on the soothed ear — 

The wood-pigeon ^ wooing. 
Where branches overhead 
Leafy sprays densest spread, 
Love finds a fitting bed, 
Far from eye's viewing. 

And on my spirit 

Placidly stealing, 
Thoughts, like balm, comfort 

The heart's troubled feeling ; 
How, in life's darkest hour, 
Where shadows gloomiest lour, 
LoveI with its holy pow'r, 

Brings peace and healing. 



rife hath no sorrow 

But Love will share it — 
^o load so heavy lies 

That Love can't bear it 
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Love lightens every doom, 
Love brightens every gloom, 
Love cheers us to the tomb — 
Death's self will spare it 

All have our crosses. 

Who hath decreed them? 
He that is Lovs Himself-^ 

He knows we need them. 
God wills that man be tried. 
Thus souls are purified, 
God's Son for men hath died. 

His cross hath freed them. 

Manfully bear we then 
» All trials given, 
Thankful for life and food 

Morning and even. 
Let each, with strong control, 
In patience keep his soul. 
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Still speeding towards the goal 
Whose gate is HeaveD. 

Out of the greenwood, 

While the sun's shining, 
From where the branches 
Thickest are twining. 
Come I forth cheerfully, 
Breathing no sinful sigh 
O'er joys or friends gone by. 
In vain repining. 
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PART L 

DAWN UPON THE BIYBR. 

'TwAB when the grej of dawning day 

First crept upon the gloaming, 
And flashes bright of pearly light 

Proclaimed that mom was coming, 

From out the hill a tiny rill 

Leapt up, as if from sleeping; 
And wild and fleet its noiseless feet 

Through moss and heath went creeping. 

Half down the mount hath tripped the fount, 

With devious current straying, 
Till in a dell its waters fell. 

Their coiirse awhile delaying : 

# 
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Where, spreading wide from side to side,' 

They fill the basin's margent ; 
And calm and still now see the rill, 

A limpid lake of argent. 

Awhile they rest upon the breast 

Of that sweet dell, abiding. 
Till swelling o'er its grassy shore 

A plenteous stream is gliding. 

O'er shingles piled, abrupt and wild, 

The waters now are dashing : 
Adown the steep, with headlong leap. 

They plunge, with roar and plashing. 

Through meads and groves now calmly roves 
The stream, with many a bending ; 

In rippling song, through rushes long, 
And pendent willows wending. 
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But groves, at last, and meads are passed, 

And still, with ceaseless motion. 
The water glides, to pour its tides 

Into the trackless ocean. 

And when I viewed that changeful flood, 

As fount, and lake, and river, 
I cried, " So life, half peace, half strife, 

Flows on to death for ever. 

" Howe'er it flow,- or swift or slow, 
Down hill, through vale, o'er meadow, 

'Twill reach the grave of ocean's wave, 
In sunlight or in shadow." 
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PART II. 

SUNLIGHT ON THE EIVER, , 

The noon-day light, serene and bright, 
Upon the world is streaming ; 

There's not a cloud in heaven to shroud 
The sunshine in its beaming. 

Upon the hill that tiny rill 

Is like a diamond glowing; 
Like emeralds green, the moss is seen 

To glisten where His flowing. 

And stealing down the mountain brown, 
Behold the streamlet shining — 

A silver snake, from brake to brake 
Its glittering folds entwining. 
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What wizard's spell within the dell 
Hath touched the lake while dreaming? — 

'Tis lake no more, for spreading o'er — 
A sapphire sky 'tis beaming; 

And deep within that sky serene 
Shines up, with mimic splendour, 

A sun that beams, as seen in dreams. 
With light subdued and tender. 

The waves now brim above the rim, 

And glittering, then go o'er it ; 
As when the cup, too high filled up. 

The sparkling drops flow o'er it. 

Then down the rock, with roar and shock, 

A pearly shower is dashing — 
As meteors bright shoot down by night, 

In broken radiance flashing. 
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And now the sun shines down upon 
That calm and plenteous river ; 

And as it flows, each glad wave glows, 
Where rippling sun- rays quiver. 

And o'er it float with warbling note 

Gay birds in aery motion — 
In light and song it glides along, 

And, smiling, blends in ocean. 

And as I viewed that sunlit flood. 
As fount, and lake, and river, 

" May life,'' I cried, " whate'er betide, 
For me have sunshine ever ! 

" Though swift or slow, or chafed, it flow, 

In joy 'twill journey ever, 
If still from heaven a light be given, 

Like sunshine on the river." 
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PART III. 

SHADOWS ON THE RIVER. 

'Tis evening's hour — the shadows lower, 
The earth in gloom enshrouding — 

Dense clouds and dun around the sun 
Up from the west are crowding ; 

And dull and chill, adown the hill, 
The fount is sadly creeping, 

Along the ground, with wailing sound. 
As if of spirits weeping. 

The lake is dark — there's not a spark 

Of light upon it playing : 
The shadows rest upon its breast. 

The chill breeze o'er it straying. 
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No more within the wave is seen 

The lustrous sky reposing, 
And deep in shade lie dell and glade, 

Around the waters closing. 

Now dimly o'er the margin pour 
The dark waves, joyless gliding; 

Upon the stream no pleasant beam 
Has left one smile abiding. 

With sullen sound and darkling bound, 
O'er crag and ledge 'tis dashing; 

Through mist and gloom, as from the tomb, 
Is heard a mournful plashing. 

Now winding slow, with cheerless flow. 
Through grove and mead 'tis wending ; 
[ow rippling by, where rushes sigh, 
Or willow-boughs are bending. 
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And song of bird no more is heard 

In liquid music thrilling; 
The shadow flings its dusky wings, 

The saddened waters chilling. 

And dark and lone the flood moves on 

In mute and solemn motion — 
Mid shades profound, that close around, 

It sinks into the ocean. 

And as I viewed that gloomy flood 

As fount, and lake, and river, 
I cried "Alas! may life ne'er pass 

Mid shadows thus for ever." 

Then Ocean lone with awful moan 

Upon my ear fell booming, 
And to my sighs a voice replies. 

From out the shadows coming: — 
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" Man's life is made of light and shade. 

Of joys and griefs together. 
Now sun, now shower, — now shadows lower, 

Like fitful April weather. 

" From source to sea — 'tis God's decree — 

Man's flood is full of changes; 
Now calm its waves, now vext it raves. 

Now glad, now sad it ranges. 

" But He whose might made doud and light, 

In wisdom each dispenses; 
And still in vain doth man complain 

Of laws above his senses." 

Rebuked I stood beside the flood, 
And answered, bending lowly — 

" Lord, I resign my will to Thine; 
Thy ways are just and holy. 
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"In joy or woe let life's stream flow 

As Thou ordainest ever: 
But grant one gleam at last to beam 

As graveward sinks the river!" 
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In lone Glen Tilt a trickling stream 

Steals through the heathery mountain, 

And, gathering on the moss-crowned rock, 
Leaps down — a tiny fountain. 

The mountaineer that stalks the deer, 
From steep Bengloe returning. 

His thirst allays from out that fount, 
When summer's heats are burning, 

And many a time have Athol's lords 
Paused by that limpid water, 

And cooled their lips, and laved their hands, 
Eed with the wild-deer's slaughter. 
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And noble dames, and maidens bright, 

Upon the sward reclining. 
Have watched the ttreamlet, as it fell, 

And caught its waters shining. 

The spirit of that well, I ween. 

From out her crystal waters, 
Full many a beauteous face hath seen 

Of Scotia's wives and daughters. 

A noble, fairer far than these 

Now stands beside the fountain 

Pour down thy purest, brightest drops. 
Cool, cavemed in the mountain! 

A Queen — ^the Queen of many lands, 

From ocean stretched to ocean ; 

A Queen — the Queen of countless hearts, 

That love with deep devotion. 
e2 
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No diadem of gold or pearls 

Her sunny hair entwineth ; 

No jewelled zone beneath hv breast 
Her graceful form confineth. 

No crowned sceptre in her hand, 
No purple robes enfold her; 

Rich in the charms of womanhood. 
In simple guise behold her. 

On one of noblest form and mien, 

One pearly hand reposing; 
A bright-eyed boy smiles in her face, 

The other hand enclosing. 

And round them sport, in childish glee, 

A sister and a brother ; 
She stands a Queen — ay, more than Queen, 

A happy wife and mother. 
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Her brow is bright, her eye is ligbt, 
Light as that glittering fountain ; 

She looks as if she aje had been 
A child of flood and mountain* 

The chalice now is in her hand. 

And smiling round her brightly, 

Her red lips touch the crystal brim, 
And sip the cool draught lightly. 

Pass round the cup. First to the Prince 

Pass round that limpid water; 
Then pass it to the little lips 

Of each fair son and daughter. 

Pass round that cup with reverent love. 

Let each true hand retain it; 
On bended knee, with bonnet doffed. 

Let peer and peasant drain it. 
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'Tis done I — Let cheers from loyal hearts 
Ring through the mountain heather. 

The brotherhood of human wants 
Binds Queen and liege together I 

Glen Tilt, 1850. 
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**LABORARE EST ORARE." 



I. 

On a morning fresh and cheery, resting mind and 
members weary, 
From the thinking and the toiling of the busy 
day before; 
While half slumbering, and half waking, thus I lay 
at grey dawn's breaking. 
Came a sound my spirit shaking, shrill and wild 

my senses o'er. 
Half aroused I asked — "Who's making such a 
noise outside the door? 

'Tis a most prodigious bore." 
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IL 

Oh I that morn I well remember; 'twas in teeming, 
sweet September, 
When the woodbine, at my chamber-window, 
flung its shadow o'er; 
And its petals, long and yellow, down the pane hung 
rich and mellow, 
'Till I fancied, silly fellow! that the flower the 

semblance bore 
Of a gold-tressed guardian-angel, keeping watch 
my slumber o'er. 

'Twas a fantasy, no more. 

IIL 
Then the fragrant flowers came flapping with the 
breeze's gentle tapping 
'Gainst the casement, till my napping and my 
dreaming all were o'er; 
With a yawn, and sigh, and grumble — ^with a stretch, 
and turn, and tumble, 
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Front my bed, with drowsy stumble, out I sprang 

upon the floor; 
Looked upon my watch, and mumbled — "Why 

His only half-past four — 

Bless me, not a moment more.*' 

IV. 
Hark! again the sound came swelling, with a most 
uproarious yelling, 
To my startled senses telling some disaster sad 
and sore; 
To my window straight I hurried, puzzled, frigh- 
tened, posed, and flurried. 
With defineless terror worried, oped the sash, 

the sill leaned o'er. 
And beneath I saw a creature, with its neck all 
red before. 

Dripping, as I thought, with gore I 
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V. • 

Presently my sight grew clearer, and the creature 
coming nearer, 
I discovered that the wearer of the throttle stained 
with gore, 
Like "blood-boltered Banquo" seeming, that had 
waked me from my dreaming. 
With its sudden, piercing screaming was — a cock 

and nothing more. 
Who, with all his mates attending, strutted 
proudly on before. 

Crowing briskly evermore. 

VL 
Once again his gay reveU he crowed so lustily and 
shrilly, 
the twilight, grey and chilly — weariness I felt 

no more, 
mgh my frame the sound went thrilling, rousing 
up each manly feeling. 
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Till I felt new-braced and willingp^ as I was the 

day before, 
Once again life's daily battle, heaven-ordained, to 

battle o'er, 

Bravely, firmly, evermore. 

VII. 
Out upon the morning gazing, soon I saw the sun 
upraising 
Gloriously his forehead, blazing with the rays 
that darted o'er 
All the roof of heaven; illuming cloud and mist, 
and shadow looming. 
Kindling up to life and blooming flowers that 

slept on earth's green floor, — 
And I felt 'twas the renewing, from her unex- 
hausted store, 

Of great Nature evermore. 
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• VIII. 

Back into my chamber wending, soon I beard a 
wondrous blending 
Of the voice of finch and throstle, and the lark 
in upward soar; 
And their song was, to my seeming, with a holy 
burden teeming. 
And 'twas this — "Arise from dreaming! day is 

come and night is o*er. 
Cheerily arise to labour, for there's labour still in 
store — 

'Tis thy lot for evermore!" 

IX. 

Long I listened, mute and smiling, to that matin- 
song beguiling. 
Till at length, the golden sunlight flooded all 
the chamber o'er. 

Into deep recesses glinting, lights and shades gro- 
tesquely printing, 
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With a rich, celestial tinting, from the ceiling 

to the floor, 
Up and down the motes were dancing, glancing 

like to golden ore. 

In the sun-stream evermore. 

X. 

And I felt the fresh air blowing coolly round me, 
like the flowing 
Of some pure and perfumed fountain that from 
heayen the angels bore; 
And I cried, "Thy God hath lent thee, by these 
blessings he hath sent thee, 
Strength and comfort to content thee 'mid thy 

labour-doom of yore- 
Toil to lighten, gloom to brighten, sweetening 
every trial sore 

To thy spirit evermore." 
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XI. 

If to labour on in sorrow, still renewed each coming 
morrow, 
Be the curse that God awarded, and our first 
transgression bore. 
Labour is man's best obeying! Toil is man's just 
tribute-paying 1 
He that laboureth still is praying I This is deep 

and holy lore. 
*^Laborare est orare." Man doth most the Lord 
adore 

When he laboureth evermore. 

XII. 
Labour on, thy grief repressing, God's decree as just 
confessing. 
And the curse will turn a blessing, as the seer 
declared of yore; 
lat diligently traineth hand and heart while life 
remaineth. 
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To observe what God ordaineth, shall be blessed 

more and more, 
In the field and in the city, and '^his basket and 

his store 

Shall be blessed" evermore. 

XIIL 
Labour with thy spirit willing — labour with thy 
soul's best feeling; 
With thy whole heart do whatever finds thy hand 
to labour o'er; 
For thy body, soul, and spirit, they are God's ; and 
all thy merit 
Is with thankful, patient courage still to labour 

evermore. 
** Laborare est orare." Grave this legend in the 
core 

Of thy heart for evermore. 
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XIV. 

From my chamber lightly flinging, head erect and 
footstep springing, 
Like the birds, I went forth singing to the task 
my hand before; 
All day long my toil was cheery, — ^hopeful I ex- 
claimed when weary, 
"To rejoice even in our labour is the gift of God" 

of yore. 
" Laborare est orare." Graven deep in my heart's 
core 

Be this legend evermore. 



i 
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ODE 



PERFOBMEO AT THE OPENING OP THE NATIONAL EXHIBITION OF ABT8, 
MANUFACTDBE8, AND MATEBIAL8, AT COBK, JUNE 10, 1853.* 



8TR0PH£ a. 

Man arise I and speed thy mission — 

Labour of the brain and brow. 
God assigns a high ambition: 

Glorify thy Maker now. 

AimSTROPHE a. 

Genius I from thy heaven- taught heart 

Bring the jewels of thy thought — 
' Pensive Science, keen-eyed Art, 

Toil, give all thy hand hath wrought. 

« The music was oomposed by Robert P. Stewart, If as. D. 
L 
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EPODE a. 

Earth, which Deity at first 
For the sin of man had cursed, 
Conquered by his tameless will, 
Yield thy treasures to his skill. 
All thy bosom, all thy heart 
Yield to Labour, yield to Art. 
Air, lend all thy favouring wings, 
Ocean, give thy hidden things ; 
Elemental Fire, inflame, 
Till the stubborn ore thou tame 
Plastic to man's stern command. 
As the wax to infant's hand. 

STROPHE /3. 
See with soul the canvass glow — 

See to life the marble starts 
Hear, from string and syphon flow. 

Sounds that soothe and shake the heart ! 
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ANTI8TR0PHE /3. 

Raise tlie song to praise and bless — 

Raise the song with glad accord. 
Good to Man and Happiness — 

Holiness unto the Lord. 

EPODE /3. 
Thine the fulness of the land — 

Lord, we lay it at Thy throne; 
In the hollow of Thine hand 

Thou dost hold the earth Thine own. 
Lauding Thee with hearts o'erflowing. 
Who dost make the morn's outgoing 
Evermore to give Thee praise, 
Lord, to Thee our souls we raise. 
Let Peace and Wealth upon us smile — 
Bless our Monarch! bless our Isle! 



l2 
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STBOPHB 7. 

Shadows of the deep, long night, 
Draping all the moonless sky. 

Darkest ere the coming light 
Of the morning dawns on high — 

ANTISTBOPHE 7. 

Lol they melt before the glancing 
Of the radiant light advancing, 
Till the glorious day arise 
Lustrous o'er the reddening skies. 

EPODE 7. 
See, the sun above the hills 
All the earth with splendour fills : 
Hues of beauty — shapes of glory. 
Such as bard ne'er feigned in story, 
Burst upon the wondering sight : 
Forms of wisdom, forms of might 
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Throng the world from slumber waking, 
While the morning poean breaking, 
In the vast and mellowed voice 

Of a nation's heart, upspringeth. 
Till with praises Heaven ringeth, 
And the isles rejoice. 

STBOPHE 8, 

Honour to the swinking arm, 
Glowing brow, and earnest heart! 

ANTESTROFHB B. 

Honour to the potent charm 
Wizard Science gives to Art I 

EPODE B, 

Spirit adorable! whose will doth move 

All life to be Thy ministrant ; 
Spirit of Wisdom, Potency, and Love ! 

To Thee we raise our loftiest chant, 
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Great primal Hindi great primal Handl 
Artificer of all that Thou hast planned. 

The fast foundations of the beauteous world 

Into the deep, dark chaos Thou hadst hurled ; 
What time pealed out the grand sidereal song? 

Thyself invisible — serene — alone — 

Amid the clouds and thunders round Thy throne 
Thou didst control each orb that moved along. 

And Thou didst breathe into man's lifeless frame 
The sacred breath of Thine Almighty flame; 
Making Thy last, best work — a living soul I 
Then all the sons of God, in loud acclaim. 
Shouted for joy Jehovah's holy name, 
And to the farthest bounds 
Of space, in thunder sounds. 
Creation's jubilant hymn to God did roll. 
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TEE ODE OF THE BELL, 

TO COMMEMORATE THE LATINO OF THE FUST STONE OF THE NEW CAM- 
PANILE, TSINITY COLLEGE, DUBLIN, BT THE CHANCELLOB OP THE 
UNIVEESITY, ON THE IST OF DECEMBEE, 1852.* 



STROPHE a. 

Who shall raise the bell 

High into the air, 
Whence its solemn knell 

May call to toil and pray'r? — 

ANTISTROPHE a. 

He, whose love abides 
Round our ancient walls; 

He, whose care presides 
O'er our classic halls. 

EPODE a. 
When grey-eyed mom with light begins to streak 
The orient ether at the morning's break, 

* The miisic was composed \>j Robert P. Stewart, Mas. D. 
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Through park and hall, and slumbering courts 

around, 
The bell shall fling its surging waves of sound — 
*' Sleeper, awake 1 — refreshed from slumber rise. 
With steadfast heart still toil for Learning's prize." — 
And often, through the passing hours of day. 
The bell shall call to labour and to pray ; 
Till, when the evening shadows lengthening fall, 
The bell shall toll the hour of rest for all. 

STROPHE p. 

Who shall bless the bell, 
When 'tis raised on high. 

That its voice may swell 
Upwards to the sky? 

ANTI8TR0PHE p. 

He, whose breath of yore 
Breathed o'er David's lyre: 

He who did outpour 
Cloven tongues of fire. 
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EPODE p. 

Thou, who art Thy^lf all harmony, 
Mysterious, sacro- sainted Trinity 1 — 
Thou, that didst shadow forth that truth profound, 
In triune concords both of light and sound I — 
Still may Thy presence dwell around us here, 
Whose hallowed name our cloisters humbly bear ; 
Guide our " sweet mother" with Thy grace and love. 
Making her wise with wisdom from above; 
Teach her that Learning, Science, Art may be 
Worthless if yet unsanctified by Thee; 
Direct her councils, stay her if she faints; 
And make our land, through her, once more the 
Isle of Saints. 



(The Bell tolls.) 3it*ilat«, Collatttfatt 

^mnia opera IBominum ; 
3(nbtUmu0, Collanlir^mtts 
pattern, JFiUum, Spintttm. 
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Where is thy blest abode? in what deep cell, 

Spirit of Music and of Harmony I 
Say in what shade impervious thou dost dwell 

Where the lone child of Song may look on thee? 
In what charmed hour, immortal spirit, tell, 

Shall mine entranced eyes thine image see, 
Or my dull ears be tempered by what spell 

To list uninjured to thy melody? 

For oft, in visions of the deep dark night 
When slumber falls upon the eyes of men, 

In form aerial to my spirit's sight 

Of heavenly cherubim I view thee then ; 
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And oft in playful symphonies and light 

Thy voice comes breathing on my tingling brain, 

And wild, unworldly strains in trembling flight 
Swell pealing round my ears, then sink again. 

I've sought thee in the thronged and busy ways 

Of man, and found no form like thine appear; 
I've lingered oft beneath the sultry rays 

Of Summer noon- tide, but thou wert not there ; 
Ah I well I ween thy spirit never strays 

The harsh, discordant strife of mortals near — 
Though sweet at noon the summer- warbler's lays 

No voice like thine ineffable I hear. 

And now, in the sweet noon of lovely night, 
My feet have wandered forth in search" of thee, 

When the full-rounded moon with flooding light 
Pours silvery splendour o'er Night's panoply, 

Gazing down deeply from the central height 

Of heaven's blue, starless, cloudless, boundless sky 



d by Google 



156 THE MUSIC OF NATURE. 

Mildly, as sinks upon the enraptured sight 

The light that falls from beauty's deep, blue eye. 

The streamlet leaping down the misty hill 

Gleams in the moonlight like some blessed thing; 
The rocks that chafe the pride of that bright rill 

Tell to the ear of Night their murmuring : 
The winds' wild voices through the caverns thrill, 

And sweep the waving trees with rushing wing ; 
While raptures undefined the bosom fill, 

And round the soul their inspirations fling. 

Earth, O Sky, Nature, 'tis in you 
Eternal Harmony doth ever reign ; — 

And Night, contemplative, displays to view 
Her beauteous form in moonlit glory seen. 

1 see thy face in Heaven's unchanging blue, 

I feel thy spirit wake my soul within, 
Sweet Music! All around I hear thee too. 

And fain would hail thee with a grateful strain. 
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I hear thy voice sighing 

Where the water-reeds shake, 
When the ripple is dying 

On the tremulous lake: 
When the low breeze is playing 

Through strings of the lyre, 
I hear thy feet straying 

O'er each deep-thrilling wire. 

In the bright streamlet gushing 

O'er its pebble-strewed bed — 
In the midnight winds rushing 

Through the light aspen's head — 
In the soft distant plashing 

Of the mariner's oar, 
When the light Wave is dashing 

Its foam to the shore. 

In the roll of the thunder — 
The crash of the rock 
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That is riven asunder 

By the fleet lightning's stroke — 
In the sweet linnet trilling 

From the light bending spray — 
In the lark's loud voice filling 

The heavens far away. 

In the roar of the billow 

At the wild whirlwind's birth, 
When the oak, like a willow, 

Is strained to the earth — 
In the low moan of ocean 

When kissed by the breeze. 
Whose wing's gentle motion 

Scarce flutters the trees. 

Where the night-fly goes humming 
Through the still, balmy air. 

Thy spirit is coming 
To float round us there; 
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Where the nightingale 's singing 

Her love-inspired strain, 
And the wood- echo ringing 

Kepeats it again. 

Not in cavern or fountain 

Thou dwellest alone, 
But in vale and in mountain 

We hear thy sweet tone; 
In the heavens that bound us, 

In earth, ocean, and air. 
Thy voice thrills around us, — 

Thy spirit is there I 
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"BIBE AMICE DE MEO." 



In the Museo Borbonico at Naples, Tab. 29, is a drinking vase, found at Pom- 
peii. It is of red clay, of the finest texture, and beautifully formed, bearing 
inscribed around, in Roman characters, each of which is separated by a 
feuille, the legend 

" BIBR AMIOE DE MEO.** 

Beneath are represented in bas relief wild boars and hares, pursued by dogs, 
with festoons of the vine intermixed with ivy. The bust of a young and 
lovely female would seem to indicate that this rare vessel had been the pro- 
perty of some noble lady, who, when absent, by the inscription, as well 
as when present, hospitably incites her guests to the pledge of friendship 
and love. 



I. 

Drink of my cup, dear friends : the blood 

Of Capri's golden vine - 
That mantles there in sparkling flood 

Contains a spell divine; 
For woman's hand the draught has poured, 
And woman sends it round the board, 
And woman's lips have stooped to drink 
The juice within its flower- carved brink. 
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n. 
Drink of my cup: and as ye drink 

The sinless, sacred draught, 
No bacchant thought his heart must think 

By whom my cup is quaffed; 
For pure as heaven's own light must be 
What woman pure may hear and see; 
And peaceful as Heaven's harmonies 
The place her presence sanctifies. 

IIL 
Drink of my cup : as ivy's, wound 

Amid the rich, ripe vine, 
Let festive heart to heart be bound ^ 

In friendship, love, and wine. 
For, circling round in changeful flight, 
Joy is chased by Sorrow's blight. 
Ever, as the unwearied hound 
Chases his flying prey around. 
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IV. 

Drink of my cup : 'twill bring to mind 

Sweet thoughts of infant hours ; 
We've wandered, hand in hand ehtwined, 

Through meads of bright-hued flowers; 
The hopes unchilled by cares and fears, 
The joyous laugh, the pangless tears, 
Forgotten ere they fell upon 
Childhood's smiling cheek of down. 

y. 

Drink of my cup: as dew from heaven 

Descends in pearly shower. 
At the first balmy hour of even. 

Upon the sun-parched flower; 
So the rain within this bowl 
Sheds upon the love-pained sold 
Thoughts that bring a healing balm. 
Gentle hopes, and holiest calm. 
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VI. 
Drink of my cup: more firm 'twill bind, 

In friendship's hallowed bond, 
The hearts that round our own hearts wind, 

The loved, the true, the fond. 
The pledge will make those eyes more bright 
That look into our own to-night, — 
Will cheer the wanderers on the waves, 
And bless the dead within their graves. 

VII. 
Drink of my cup, while yet 'tis given 

To mingle as to-night; 
Perchance, ere next the moon in heaven 

Hangs her pale lamp of light. 
Some heart, that now is throbbing free 
With life and love unfearingly, 
Cold and pulseless may decay 
In her chill, unpitying ray. 



m2 
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VIIL 

Drink of my cup: and should it be 

My fate to pass away, 
Loved of my soul! oh! still to me 

One soothing tribute pay — 
With tear-filled eyes raise high the bowl 
And, as ye read the wreath-bound scroll 
Its mistress' ghost to greet you sends 
Drink of my cup once more, dear friends I 
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I. 

Noontide, deep summer noontide, still and 
dreamy! — 
How sweet to rest within some close-leaved 
bower, 
While the gold sunlight quivereth hot and 
gleamy 
Through the green curtains in a broken 
shower. 
Hush! — there is not a sound, save that by starts 
Chirpeth the grasshopper ; and then the ear. 
Cheated by silence, seemeth even to hear 
The thick, fast beating of our own full hearts. 
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II. 

Noontide, sweet summer noontide! — How deli- 
cious 

To lie by cool, still waters, musingly, 
And dream of passionate things the spirit wishes, 

Languidly gazing on the outspread sky ! 
See I — there is not a cloud to fleck the light. 

Serene and gorgeous, of yon fervid dome, 

Lit by its sun-lamp. TherCy as to her home. 
The soul would take for evermore her flight. 



d by Google 



THE DEATH OF THE OLD TEAR 



Now the Night is at her prime. 

Sadly, slowly, solemnly 
Peals the iron tongue of Time; 
And there's death upon the chime, 

For the Old-teab must die. 

II. 
Hark I each peal that smites the ear. 

Hoarsely, deeply, hollowly. 
Nearer brings, and still more near. 
To his end the good Old-year, 

That passed so jollily. 
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III. 

Twelve notes clanged from out the tower. 

Loudly, sternly, startlingly; 
It is done! — Time's ruthless power 
Has bid the year die with the hour — 
The Old-year's pass'd away! 

IV. 

Let us lay him in his bier, 

Gently, kindly, reverently; 

With a sigh and with a tear. 

With a hope and with a fear. 
In faith and charity. 

V. 

Lol unto thy grave we bring, 

Sadly, meekly, piously, 
Many a sweet and precious thing, 
Whereunto our hearts did cling 

With strong fidelity. 
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VL 

Friends that we have loved in life, 

Fondly, deeply, faithfully; 
Parent, offspring, husband, wife, 
Pleasure's dreams. Ambition's strife, — 

We lay them all with thee. 

VIL 

Keep these treasures for us, then. 

Surely, safely, carefully. 
Till the end of all things, when 
Thou shalt yield them up again 

As we gave them thee. 

vin. 

Rest in peace, thou good Old-year, 

Deeply, darkly, tranquilly — 
Oh I when the Archangel's trump we hear, 
God grant that thou shalt not appear 

'Gkunst us to testify. 

lUquUscat in psa. 
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I. 

Hark! upon the ear of Mom 

Quickly, gaily, cheerily. 
Clang the jocund bells to warn 
That the infant year is born, — 

Greet him merrily. 

n. 
Hail to thee, thou fair New-tear — 

Heartily, right heartily, 
We have watched through midnight drear, 
To give thee welcome and good cheer — 

Benedicite. 
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IIL 

May thy moments glide away 

Lightly, brightly, happily — 
May thy youth be fresh and gay, 
Sage thy prime, and thy decay 

Sweet and mellow be. 

IV. 
We will do thee homage now, 

Freely, truly, loyally — 
We will give our plighted vow, 
We will swear, and so shalt thouj 

Comrades true to be. 

V. 

We will prize thee, bright New-year, 

Dearly, wisely, carefully — 
Use thee well, and hold thee dear, 
'Till thy latest hour draws near, 

And, like thy sire^ thou die. 
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VI. 

Thou shalt bring us, day by day, 

Freely, fully, bounteously, 
Every good for which we pray, 
And hopeful lead us on the way 
To our home on high. 

VIL 
So that when thy end draws near. 

Sadly, slowly, solemnly. 
We'll say, " God rest thee, good Old-year, 
Thou wert the best that we knew here, — 

Best in eternity!" 
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L 

THE CBEATIOK. 

There was a song in Heaven — ^mystic, sublime — 
That filled the universe : the primal song 
Whose thunder-tones rolled surgingly along 
Through the infinitude of space. What time 
The Master-Hand in weltering Chaos piled 

Earth's deep foundations; when the obedient 

light 
Glowed instant at God's Word, and startled 
Night 
Fled from her ancient throne, and Eden smiled. — 
Then sang the morning stars that wond'rous hymn, 
With awful music like to rushing fires; 
And all the sons of God, the angelic choirs, 
Shouted for joy. Cherub and Seraphim 
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Caught up the anthem ; — ^but the words that fell 
Upon Creation's ear, no human lips can telL 

II. 

THE NATIVITY. 

There was a song on Earth, — when she had run 
Four thousand courses round her central light, 
That poured upon the ravished ear of Night 

The holiest strains heard since the world begun. 

What time a Light, more pure than of the sun, 
Down from the Souece of Light was borne 

along 
On wings of angels, 'midst adoring song; 

'Till o'er Death's gloomy realms its radiance shone. 

Then sang the hosts of heaven this joyful hymn — 
" Glory to God within the Heavens most high — 
Peace upon Earth — to mankind amity." 

Thus chanting sweet. Cherub and Seraphim 

Hose on the midnight air to heaven again. 

As soars the morning lark upon his blissful strain. 
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111. 
THE CONSUMMATION. 

There shall be yet one other song, — when Time 
Is over. Round the Iris-cinctured throne — 
Whereon One sits like to a jasper stone 

Or sardine, — daj^ and night that hymn sublime 

Shall vibrate ceaseless, 'mid the lightning's fire 
And thunder-peal. Creatures of awful guise, 
Six- winged each, and full within of eyes. 

Angels and holy elders form that choir. 

Then shall they sing a new and wond'rous hymn 
Unto the Lord Almighty and the Lamb, 
Tuning to golden harps the glorious psalm, 

Each casting 'fore the throne his diadem. 

*' Worthy of honour, glory, power, alone 

Art Thou, that wast, and art, and shalt be,— Holy 
OneI" 
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FIVE SONNETS. 



"Etti fiiv TixvVQ OavfiaZsTai to aKpiPttrraTov im h 
Tiov tftvaucutv ipywv, to /ieytOoc."— Longinus. 



I- 
MORNING. 

Now through the twilight shoots the first faint ray 
Of morning, kindling into golden red — 
And now the sun lifts up his glorious head, 

Waking the slumbering world to life and day; 

Bounding the chill, clear vault his radiance streams 
Blending from purple to the faintest blue; 
Slow float away the lingering wreaths of dew. 

Scared by the brightness of his searching beams. 

The folded lambs still slumber o'er the ground ; 
Heaven is all glorious — Earth is all serene. 
The frost-pearl gleaming on her bosom green, 

Nought yet disturbs the silent air around, 
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Till soon the birds send forth to Heaven their strain, 
And man intrudes on Nature's calm again. 

IT. 
NOON. 

GLORIOUS sight! to see the star of day 
At noon-tide climb to his empyrean height, 
Then check one moment his eternal flight 
O'er the hushed earth that glows beneath his sway — 
Still dreamy summer Noon I — The headlong ray 
Pierces the leafy grove's umbrageous night, 
The streamlet shuns its shadeless banks, and bright 
Leaps in its chainless speed. On bending spray 
Sings the brown thrush to heaven his anthem free; 
The bee is rustling in the wild-flower's cell, 
When, hark ! the pealing of some clear- toned bell 
Flings through the sultry air sweet melody. 
Telling the maid to spread with sylvan glee 
The labourer's mid-day meal beneath the hawthorn 
tree. 

N 
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III. 

EVENING. 

How sweet to watch at day's declining hour 

The broad, red sun wheel down the mountain's 

side; 
To view, through Heaven's blue, deep, and bound- 
less tide. 
The billowy clouds their gold-tinged breakers pour 
Fast refund the sinking giant's head ; while bright 
His beams shoot up beyond the baffled cloud 
That vainly seeks his setting rays to shroud. 
And slow as steals his radiance from the sight. 
Fading to twilight through a thousand hues. 
The gladsome laugh of heart untouched by care 
Melts into music on the evening air, 
As home the toil- freed swain his path pursues: 
While fresh'ning dews fall on the thirsting ground, 
And balmy odours fill the air around. 



d by Google 



NATU^ 179 

IV. 
NIGHT. . 

See, in the clear, cold welkin high-enthroned, 
The moon is glittering o*er the world below; 
And from their quivering leaves the poplars throw 
The paly flashes of her light around 
The grey mists creep along the marshy ground 
Where the lone night-bird to her echo screams, 
While, fix'd and gazing on the midnight beams, 
The deep- voiced watch-dog bays at each faint sound, 
The sheep-bell tinkling in the wakeful fold. 

Or the low bleat, with many a pause between, 
The deep, soft dash of moonlit waters rolled 
O'er the slow mill-wheel — while the mellowed 
scene 
Gleams in its silvery slumber, and the trees 
Scarce wave their lazy heads before the murmuripg 
breeze. 
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V. 

CONTEMPLATION. 

J^LACE me at stilly noon on some high ground, 
Where naortal's voice intrudes no earthly care, 
Whence I may view heaven's glorious fabric rear 
Its giant arches based on earth all round; 
And, freed from Time, hear Nature's language 
flow; — 
Day uttering unto day God's wondrous power; 
Or, at the moonless, starry, midnight hour. 
See night to night Grod's boundless knowledge 

show. 
Spirit Omniscient! where can mortal fly. 

To hide from Thee who countless worlds can fill? 
In morning's light he feds Thy piercing eye, 

'And darkness finds him trembling 'fore Thee still : 
Where light can dwell not, shape, nor shade, nor 

sound, 
Nor space, nor time, but Thought — there Thou art 
found. 
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THREE SONNETS. 

I. 
Thou all-pervading Spirit I whose abode 

Is with the crowned angels robed in white, 

Whose golden harps are pouring, day and night, 
Their praises round the awful throne of God ; 
Echo of God's dread voice to mortal ears 

Attuned I — ^like Hm, through all things thou art, 
found ; 

Earth, Ocean, Heaven, are trembling to thy sound, 
And the full heart, whose praise is silent tears 1 
Spirit of love and harmony 1 bestowing 

Thy healing balm upon the soul in pain. 
As stormy winds, o'er thine own lyre-strings blowing. 

Are charmed to gentle murmuring sighs again. 
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Nature's own language from thy lips is flowing, 
And sage and savage feel alike thy strain. 

XL 
Voice of the world, whose soul is Deity! 

Timed by thy breath, unheard of human ears, 

Harmonious glide the thickly-thronging spheres, 
Unclashing ever through the spanless sky. 
The measured pulses of the mighty ocean, — 

The changing moon, — the sun, whose giant flight 

Weaves round the rolling earth his chain of light, — 
All to thy mystic strains keep tireless motion. 
Waked by thy call, long vanished thoughts come 
teeming 

From their dark graves within our memories, 
As in the necromancer's mirror gleaming. 

The spectral forms of the loved dead arise — 
Lights indistinct up Time's black vista streaming, 

To stir our freezing hearts, or dim the long-dried 
eyes. 
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III. 
And though thy thrilling range is bounded only 

By the vast universe, yet dost thou deign 

Within the good man's heart serene to reign, 
Making thy choicest shrine that temple lonely. 
Tuned in accord each aspiration moving, 

Wakes in the soul a holy melody, 

And ever vibrates sweet and peacefully, 
The voice of conscience, still and small, approving. 
By thee unhallowed, the loud acclamation 

Of the vain world but peals discordantly ; 
The tongue of fame, the poet's adulation, 

Fall on the untuned heart, all hallo wly; 
As wind o'er unstrung lyres makes wild vibration. 

More mournful far than silence ere can be. 
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Tht cheek is warm and bright — ^but not the glow 

Of careless mirth upon its down is fraught, 

And yet so lovely, that if pale-browed Thought 
Could chill its rose of redness with the snow 
That tints the lily ; still, to see it so 

My heart would mourn. Thy dark eye slumbers 
not 

In the dull pensiveness from languor caught 
As they who gaze upon its lustre know. . 
For from thine upturned orbs are brightly gleaming 

The holy light of Inspiration's flame. 
And through thy raven tresses, loosely streaming. 

Thy brow and throbbing temples fairly gleam; 
Like some blest spirit upon mortals beaming — 

I reverence more, but love thee still the same. 
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THE SONG OF THE LARK. 



Come with me, and I will bear thee 

On my quivering wings, 
Far above the earth and ocean, 
Circling up in airy motion, 

I will show thee wond'rous things; — 
All the glories that the clouds. 
From thine earthly vision shrouds — 
All the hues that paint the skies, 
I will spread before thine eyes. 

Come with me, and I will waft thee 

Through the seas of air — 
Through the ether-billows dashing, 
Where the vapoury spray is splashing. 

Like a dauntless mariner, 
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Ever singing cheerily, 
While we cleave that gorgeous sea. 
All whose surges glitter bright, 
With the lustrous rainbow's light. 

Thou shalt see the boreal lightning, 

Flashing pale and fleet; 
Thou shalt hear its rushing motion, 
Like the winds that creep o'er ocean, 

With their crisping feet; 
Thou shalt watch the sun-rays pour 
Down thro' heaven a golden shower. 
As thwart the clouds thy glint and quiver, 
Like summer rain upon a river. 

Up with me, and leave beneath thee, 

Earth and earth-born thought; 
Upward still, and as we wander, 
Shall thy spirit rise, and ponder 
Mysteries thou kennest not. 
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Harmonies thy soul shall hear, 
Never heard by fleshly ear; 
Climbing up the path that's given 
Unto souls from earth to heaven. 

Up with me, and thou shalt mingle 

With the cherubs bright, 
Where the thunder-trump is ringing, 
Where the viewless winds are singing, 

In the Empyrean's height ; 
On the steeps of heaven we'll linger, 
Till we hear an angel's finger 
Harping some celestial strain 
That skylarks bring from heaven to men. 
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THE SONG OF THE EARTH. 



Lay down thy head upon thy mother's breast, 

The green and bountiful Earth, 

From which thou hadst thy birth. 
Here, Man, 'tis meet that thou shouldst take thy rest. 
Why wouldst thou vainly seek to rise? 

Thy spirit hath no .wings to soar; 

Let the fond frenzy trouble thee no more; 
Thou canst not pierce those dreamy, distant skies. 

Here are sweet sounds to woo thee to repose ; 
The crimson-breasted robin's chirping note, 
'The mellow blackbird with his song-swoU'n 
throat. 
And the loud-whistling thrush. Here waveless 
flows 
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The peaceful river, with low lullaby: 

Look in its clear, blue deeps, and thou wilt find 

A softer image pictured to the mind 
Than that thou look'st on in the glistening sky. 

Why shouldst thou seek to rise ? All gentler things, 
With a true instinct, ever downward glide. 
The fountains trickle down the mountain side; 

Even the grey mist, that in the morning springs 

Upwards, a little while, towards the sun, 
That feeds upon its sweetness, soon returns 
Back to the loving earth, as one that mourns. 

In a soft dew before the day is done. 

Why wouldst thou rise? Has not a mother's love 
Cared for thy every want — thy every wish ? 
Fruit in the fields, and in the rivers fish? • 

Jewels, and ores, add vestments? Thou mayst rove 
O'er flower-painted plains at dewy morn, 
Where wave ripe meadows and the yellow corn, 
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And 'mid the shades of dreamy eventide, 
By the still waters of some wood-girt lake 
Thy sweet, contemplative repose may take, 

Watching the cygnets on its bosom glide. 

In the hot noontide thou canst seek the shade 

Of the cold grotto or the sylvan glade. 

Where, through the interlacing forest trees, 
With not ungentle hand, some wandering breeze 

A moment puts aside their leafy hair. 

So that the fresh and flower-scented air 

Creeps in, and through the rich, umbrageous roof 
The gorgeous sun-rays fall upon the grass, 
Shattered by leaf and branches as they pass, 

Verdure and light inweaved like warp and woof. 

At onoonlight by the Ocean thou mayst sit. 

Where amorous waves steal on the sleeping 

• strand, 

And hear the surf along the golden sand 

Break sobbingly, as grieving to retreat 
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From the fair earth back to its own sea-home, 
Leaving behind a line of silvery foam 

Where the waves' rippling lips last kissed the land. 

Best while thou mayst, for rest thou must at last 
Upon my bosom. Birds that farthest roam 
Into the upper realms, must still come home 
Unto that peaceful, lowly-lying nest, 
With faint and folded wings, to take their rest, 

And hush their song when light of day is past. 
Why wouldst thou toil for more? 
Why shoiddst thou hoard and store? 

Sufficient for thy day with little toil thou'lt have ; 

Sufficient for thy night — a tranquil gravel 

Within my green heart shalt thou take thy sleep, 
Dreamless, and dark, and deep. 
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* SPRING-THOUGHTS. 



I. 

Spring is coming — Spring is coming I 

With her sunlight and her shower; 
Heaven is ringing with the singing 

Of the birds in brake and bower. 
Buds are filling, leaves are swelling, 

Flowers on field, and bloom on tree; 
O'er the earth, and air, and ocean. 

Nature holds her jubilee. 
Soft then stealing, comes a feeling 

O'er my bosom tenderly ; 
Sweet I ponder, as I wander, 

For my musings are of Thee. 
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11. 

Spring is coming — Spring is coming I 

With her mornings fresh and light ; 
With her noon of chequered glory, 

Sky of blue and clouds of white. 
Calm, grey nightfalls, when the light falls 

From the star-bespangled sky, 
While the splendour, pale and tender, 

Of the young moon gleams on high. 
Still at morn, at noon, and even. 

Spring is full of joy for me, 
For I ponder, as I wander, 

And my musings are of Thee. 

III. 
Still on Thee my thoughts are dwelling. 

Whatsoe'er Thy name may be; 
Beautiful, beyond words telling. 

Is Thy presence unto me. 

Morning's breaking finds Thee waking, 
Wandering in the breeze's flight; 
o2 
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Noontide's glory mantles o^er Thee 
In a shower of sunny light; 

Daylight dying, leares Thee lying 
In the silvery twilight ray ; 

Stars look brightly on Thee nightly 
Till the coming of the day. 

IV. 

Everywhere and every minute 

Feel I near Thee, lovely one: 
In the lark and in the linnet 

I can hear Thy joyous tone. 
Bud and blooming mark the coming 

Of Thy feet o'er vale and hill; 
And Thy presence, with life's essence 

Makes the forest's heart to fill. 
Low before Thee, I adore Thee, 

Love Creative, Thee I sing ; 
Now I meet Thee, and I greet Thee 

By the holy name of Spring. 
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'THERE'S A LINING OF SILVER TO 
EVERY CLOUD." 



**Did a sable dond 
Turn forth her sQrer lining to lihe night** 

Milton. 



One winter night dreary, 

Dejected and weary, 
I kept my lone vigil of sorrow and care; 

Mistrusting — mistaking — 

My heart full to breaking — 
My soul seeking comfort, and finding despair I 

All wildly and chilly 

The wind whistled shrilly, 
Drifting the clouds o'er the desolate sky; 

Low moaned the ocean 

In ceaseless commotion. 
Dashing the spray of its billows on high I 
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Tearfully gleaming, 

The young moon was beaming, 
Struggling by fits through each gathering cloud ; 

Faint light now shedding. 

Dark shades now spreading 
Over the moonshine their vapoury shroud I 

Ah! thus, thought I, sighing, 

From birth to our dying, 
Man's course is a struggle through trial and gloom ; 

Joy gives scarce a promise 

That Grief rends not from us. 
O'er the light of our life looms the shade of the tomb I 

But soon, to my wonder. 

The cloud burst asunder. 
And down through the fissure now streamed the 
moon's light; 

Soft fell its splendour. 

So tranquil and tender. 
In showers of sheen on the face of the night I 
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While all the cloud's margent 

Was gleaming like argent — 
Tho' earthward still sullen and dark was its shroud 

I knew that towards Heaven 

Its brightness was given — 
A lining of silver spread over the cloud! 

Then my soul rose in gladness, 

And shook off its sadness, 
I felt Grod can turn all our darkness to light; — 

To-day what is sorrow 

Make joy on the morrow — 
Dry tears that are hiding His smiles from our sight I 

I looked up, confessing 

That Trial is Blessing, 
To Him if each grief be spread out and avowed ; 

What from earth Man sees glooming, 

God above is illuming—^ 
" There's a lining of silver to every cloud I" 
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THE MEMORIES OF THE DEAD. 



Weep not for the dead! ^ 
Thy sighs and tears are unavailing; 

Vainly o'er their cold, dark bed 
Breaks the voice of thy loud wailing. 

The dead, the dead, they rest; 
Sorrow, and strife, and earthly woes 

No more shall harm the blest, 
Nor trouble their deep, calm repose. 

Weep not for the dead: 
But oh I weep sore for those remaining. 

Who bend with grief-defiled head 
O'er their untimely graves complaining. 

The dead, the dead, no more 
Shall fill our aching hearts and eyes; 

But Heaven hath left us store 
Of sweet and blessed memories. 
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As stars tHrougH dark skies stealing, 

With soft and holy light; 
As tongaes of sweet bells pealing 

Upon the deep, still night; 
So, on the spirit streaming, 

A solemn light is shed; 
And long-loved tones come teeming 

With memories of the dead. 

As clouds drawn up to heaven 

Return in softest showers, 
Like odours which are given 

Sweetest from bruised £owers. 
Sad thoughts, with holy calming 

The wounded heart o'erspread, 
In fragrant love embalming 

The memories of the dead. 
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SONG. 



" AartpaQ ittraOptig, atrrrip efiog* eiOe yevoifitv 
Ovpavog, Cjg iroXKoig OfXfiaaiv tig trt /SXcttw." 

Plato. 



I. 

Say, dost thou look at silent even, 

My soul's bright star ! 
Upon the spangled face of heaven, 

Glittering above thee far? — ■ 
I would that unto me were given 
To be that glorious, out-spread heaven, 
That I might, with its myriad eyes. 
Gaze on thee from those lustrous skies, 

II. 
Say, dost thou hear the night-bird singing. 

My heart's bird rare! 
Within the leafy forest, flinging 

His voice upon the air? — 
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I would I were that glad bird, winging 
Round and round thee, ever singing, 
Pouring out from his full heart 
All that words could ne'er impart 

III. 
Dost thou, when the winds are sleeping, 

My love's pure spring I 
On the lake's calm surface peeping, 

Thy sunny shadow fling ? 
I would I were that blest lake sleeping. 
Thy fair image in my keeping, 
Holding still in happy rest 
Thy treasured beauties on my breast. 
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* MOBNING. 



The daylight breaks, with kindling blush, 

O'er the misty hill- tops now; 
And sunbeams fling a rosy flush 

On the Morning's pallid brow — 
The hunter cheerily winds his horn ; 
The finch pipes merrily from the thorn ; 
And all is fresh, and gay, and bright, 
For Nature dons her robe of light 

To welcome in the cheerful Morn. 

The hind is forth to toil again ; 

On his distant flight the crow; 
The sheep rove o'er the dewy plain. 

And kine to pasture go. 
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The plough-boy cheerily sings aloud; 
The lark trills airily from the cloud ; 
And all is fresh, and gay, and bright, 
For Nature dons her robe of light 
To welcome in the cheerful Morn. 



* NOON. 



'Tis noontide, 'tis noontide, so glowing and still. 
No shade on the meadow, no breeze on the hill. 
No wave on the waters that languidly glide — 
'Tis noontide in summer, the dreamy noontide. 
At noontide how pleasant to lie near the rill. 
Where the waters fall bright o'er the wheel of the 

mill. 
And gaze on their sheen, half awake, half a-dream, 
'Till you think they are Naiads that dwell in the 

stream. 
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'Tis noontide, 'tis noontide, so glowing and still. 
No shade on the meadow, no breeze on the hill. 
No wave on the waters that languidly glide — 
'Tis noontide in summer, the dreamy noontide- 

Or deep in the greenwood to loiter along, 
And list to the blackbird's and grasshopper's song ; 
And mark on the leaves where the sun-showers break, 
'Till they ripple like waves on a moon-lighted lake. 
'Twixt Morn at its rising and Eve at its close. 
Comes Noon, like a spirit of calm and repose — 
Leave toil for the morning, and care for the night, 
But each thought of our Noon shall be peaceful and 
bright. 
'Tis noontide, 'tis noontide, so glowing and still. 
No shade on the meadow, no breeze on the hill. 
No wave on the waters that languidly glide — 
'Tis noontide in summer, the dreamy noontide. 
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* EVENING. 



See the shadows now are stealing 

Slowly down the mountain breast — 
Hark I the turret bells are pealing 

Cheerily the hour of rest. 
Now the mellow daylight closes, 
All the world from toil reposes, 
Every breeze has sunk and died*— 
'Tis the peaceful Eventide. 

O'er the vale the mists are creeping. 

Chanting hive- ward wends the bee : 
One by one the stars are peeping, 

Through the welkin tranquilly : 
Murmuring, like a child a-dreaming. 
Starlight on its ripples gleaming. 
Through the mead the brook doth glide, 
In the solemn Eventide. 
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Oh I how sweet, at day's declining, 

'Tis to rest from earth-born care; 
Grazing on those far worlds shining. 
Dreaming that our home is there. 
Though the shadowy gates of Even 
Shut out earth, they open Heaven, 
Where the soul would fain abide 
In the holy Eventide. 



* NIGHT. 



In the tranquil hours of Night, 

When the winds are hushed to sleep, 
And from heaven the pale starlight 
Falls in showers upon the deep, — 
Ah I what wakeful eyes are turning 
On those lights serenely burning. 
As the watchers deem e^ch star 
Watch'd by dear lov'd eyes afar. 
Thro' the tranquil hours of Night. 
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In the solemn hours of Night, 

When the starless heav'ns are dark ; 
And the winds, in angry might, 

Bave around the labouring bark: — 
At the helm the sailor biding 
Seeks in vain that starlight guiding, 
While for him keep watch and pray 
Anxious hearts till break of day, 
Thro' the solemn hours of Night 
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♦LIFE. 



Fount! that sparkiest wild and free, 
As thy bright waves dance along, ^ 
In the joyous melody 

Of thy bctbbling voice of song — 
Just like Life, when young and bright. 
Full of joy and song and light! — 
Ah! that shadows ever should lower. 
Sorrows will darken life's brightest hour! 

Stream! that rushest deep and strong 
In thy beauty and thy pride, 

Bearing wealth and power along 
On thy full and lordly tide — 
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Just like Life in ManHood's hour, 
Strong in faith and hopeful power! — 
Ah I that storms should ever arise. 
Fortune may wreck the hopes that we prize I 

Flood I that glidest noiselessly 
To thy ocean-home of rest, 
Pouring sweet and tranquilly 
All thy waTes into her breast — 
Just like Life when at its close, 
And the worn heart seeks repose ! — 
Ah! will ocean give back the wave? 
Who shidl disturb the peace of the grave? 



p2 
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♦MEMOEY. 



Soft as rays of sunlight, stealing 

On the dying day. 
Sweet as chimes of low bells, pealing 

When eve fades away. 
Sad as winds at night, that moan 
Through the heath o'er mountains lone, 
Come the thoughts of days now gone, 

On manhood's memory. 

As the sunbeams from the heaven 

Hide at eve their light; 
As the bells when fades the even 

Peal not on the night. 
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As the nightrwinds cease to sigh, 
When the rain falls firom the sky, 
Pass the thoughts of days gone by, 
From age's memory. 

Yet, the sunlight in the morning 

Forth again shall break. 
And the bells give sweet-voiced warning 

To the world to wake* 
Soon the winds shall freshly breathe 
0*er the moimtain's purple heath. — 
But the past is lost in Death, 

He hath no memory. 
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* VOICES OF THE DEAD. 



When the light of day is failing, 

And the vale with mist is white, 
When the golden clouds are paling 

Into dreamy, dim twilight — 
Then sweet, solemn voices thrilling. 
All the ghostly air are filling. 
And their song seems ever thus, 
" Think of us; oh, think of us!*' 

Sweeter to our spirits' longing 

Thus to commune with the dead. 
Than to mingle mid the thronging 

Of life's loveless ones instead: 
Still to hear, like low bells ringing. 
Holy voices round us singing, 
While their song seems ever thus, 
" Think of us ; oh, think of us !'* 
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♦ THE LEAF ON THE STREAM. 



At noontide I mused by a s.trelUn, reclining, 

That peacefully stray'd the willows along, 
And watch'd how it bote on it& waters shining 

The leaves with a dulpet song. — 
JThus be it my fate, like leaflets lightly 

'Mid sunshine and song for ever to glide; 
Let life's tranquil current but waft me brightly, 

I care not how swift its tide. 

A summer breeze came o'er the waters creeping, 

A cloud cast its gloom the shining stream o'er, 
And dark rolled the ripples adown it sweeping — 

The leaves sank, to rise no morel-^ 
Ah I such is too oft the fate before us. 

While heedless and gay we sport on life's wave, 
Disaster and sorrow sweep darkly Ver us. 

And hurry us on to the grave. 
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♦ FRIENDS OF YOUTH. 

Where are they, the loved in youth, 

Upon our breasts reclining? 
Whose souls looked into ours to view 
Their own reflected, clear and, true, 
Like stars in calm lakes shining. 

Where are they, whose lightest tones. 

Like gentle music waking, 
Stirred our souls with feelings deep, 
As rustling winds through forests creep 

At night, their green hearts shaking? 

Seek them where the starlight shines 

In waves when storms are pouring — 
Where the music of the grove 
Lives, when wintry tempests rove. 
Through leafless branches roaring. 
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Passed away — ^like ocean's waves 

Upon some lone shore breaking; 
Passed — as pass sweet dreams of night, 
That leave us with the morning's light 

In tears and grief at waking. 
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♦ O LOVELY NIGHT. 



O LOVELY Night! thou hast a solemn lustre, 

Which shames the glare of day, 
When o*er thy brow the stars serenely cluster. 

And shine with tender ray. 
O lovely Night! O lovely Night I— 
But if the clouds sweep over 
The glittering stars to-night. 

Ne'er fear, we shall discover 
Some beams to shine as bright. 
Keen rays of wit shall glitter. 
With light the cup shall shine; — 

What stars for night are fitter 
Than those of wit and wine? 
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O lovely Night 1 thou hast a voice more holy 

Than meets the ear by day, 
When through the depths the waves are murmuring 
slowly, 
And winds through greenwoods stray. 
O lovely Night 1 O lovely Night I— 
But if, nor waves nor breezes 
Make minstrelsy to-night, 

Ne'er fear, we'll find, to please us, 
Some strains of rare delight 

With sweet accord of voices. 
We'll wake the Muse divine, 

Till every heart rejoices 
'Mid wit, and song, and wine I 
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♦SPRING. 



Eabth, fling off thy wintry wildness; 

Skies, look brightly through your tears; 
Winds, breathe soft in charmed mildness, 

Lol the green-robed Spring appears. 
Heaven is filled with warbling voices, 
All the leafy grove rejoices. 
For the bright-plumed halcyons bring 
From the South the blooming Spring. 

Verdure o'er the mead is creeping, 
As a blush o'er woman's brow. 

And, like dimples, flowers are peeping 
Through the sunny greensward now. 
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Brighter noon-clouds paint the heaven; 
Warmer sunlights beam at even; 
When the cuckoo's soft notes ring 
At the twilight hour in Spring. 

And the heart is stirred, and waking 

With a solemn, deep delight, 
As when winds set leaves arshaking 

In the stillness of the night. 
For the earth flings off her sadness. 
And the sky smiles out in gladness, 
While the winds, low breathing, sing 
Round the cradle of the Spring. 
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♦ SUMMER. 



'Tis merry, His merry in green wood and glen. 

For the sunny-eyed Summer is come back again ; 

The sunlight falls down from the blue sky in showers. 

And the earth is arrayed in her mantle of flowers. 

There's a song o'er the ocean mysterious and low; 

There 's a song through the forest where fragrant 
winds blow; 

There 's a song 'mongst the birds in the groves where 
they throng, 

And the heart fills with joy till it flows o'er in song. 
'Tis merry, 'tis merry in green wood and glen, 
For the sunny-eyed Summer is come back again. 

Hie away to the vale through whose bosom the wave 
Of the cool water flows, where the heated kine lave ; 
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Where the linden and rowan sprays stoop down to 

drink, 
And the snowy-belled lotus reclines on the brink I 
O, Iris-robed Summer 1 the queen of the year I 
. All Nature is jocund when thou dost appear; 
The lark hymns thy praise through the long hours 

of light, 
And the nightingale sings by the couch all the night. 
'Tis merry, 'tis merry in green wood and glen, 
For the sunny-eyed Summer is come back again. 
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♦WINTER. 



DsEABT old Winter 1 weary old Winter! 
Snow-blanched carl, all dripping and chill; 
Ice chains have bound thee, winds whistle round thee. 

Heavily, gloomily plodding on still. 
Yet when we meet thee, kindly we greet thee, — 

Sit by the hearth-blaze and melt all thy snow ; 
With wassail and gladness we'll charm all thy sad- 
ness, 
Make thy eye brighten, thy icy blood glow. 
Dreary old Winter, weary old Winter, 
We'll make thy eye brighten, thy icy blood 
glow. 
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Cheery old Winter 1 merry old Winter I 
Laugh, while with yule- wreath thy temples are 
bound; 
Drain the spiced bowl now, cheer thy old soul now, 
"Christmas woes haetH pledge the holy toast 
round. 
Broach butt and barrel; with dance and with carol 

Crown we old Winter of revels the king ; 
And when he is weary of living so merry, 

He'll lie down and die on the green lap of Spring 
Cheery old Winter I merry old Winter I 
He'll lie down and die on the green lap of 
Spring. 
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WELCOME AS FLOWERS IN MAY. 



At day's declining, a maid sat twining 

A garland shining witL wild-flowers gay ; 

But her heart it was sore, and the tears swelled o'er 
Her eye, at the door, on that eve in May, 

" And take,*' she cried, tp her young heart's pride, 
" From your plighted bride, on this holy daj, 

A true-love token of fond vows spoken 

That may not be broken — these flowers of May. 

" In life and in death, if you hold to your faith, 
Keep ever this wreath, 'twill be sweet in decay ; 

Come poor or with wealth, come in sickness or health. 
To my heart you'll be welcome as flow'rs in 
May. 
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'* Yet oh, if ever, when wide seas sever 
Our hearts, you waver in faith to me, 

A true Irish maid will never upbraid 

Affection betrayed — from that hour you're freel 

•'I set small store upon golden ore, 

m not love you the more for your wealth from 
the sea; 
The hand that will toil at our own loved soil, 

Free from crime or from spoil, is the hand for 
mel" 

The blessing half spoke, her fast tears choke, 

And strong sobs broke the young man's prayer ; 

One blending of hearts, and the youth departs — 
The maid weeps alone in the silent ain 

Full many a score that lone maid counted o'er 

Of day-dawns and night-falls — a year to the 
day — 

q2 
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When, sadly, once more, at the seat by the door. 
Stood the youth as before, on that eve in May. 

For the love of that maid, wherever he strayed. 

Kept his soul from stain, and his hand from guilt ; 

Like an angel from God, till his feet retrod 

The cherished sod where his first-love dwelt. 

" I bring you no store of the bright gold ore, 
But, poor as before, I return to-day; 

For my bride I've no wealth but broken health, 

Hopes withered and dead as these flowers of 
May." 

The maiden has pressed her true love to her breast. 

Her joyful haste no doubts delay; 
In his arms she sighs '^ 'Tis yourself 1 prize. 

To my heart you exewdcome as flowers in May P^ 
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* " DANCE LIGHT, FOR MY HEART IT 
LIES UNDER YOUR FEET, LOVE." 

" Ah, sweet Kitty Neil, rise up from that wheel — 

Your neat little foot will be weary from spinning ; 
Come trip down with me to the sycamore-tree. 

Half the parish is there, and the dance is be- 
ginning. 
The sun is gone down, but the full harvest-moon 

Shines sweetly and cool on the dew- whitened 
valley; 
While all the air rings with the soft, loving things 

Each little bird sings in the green shaded alley." 

With a blush and a smile, Kitty rose up the while, 
Her eye in the glass, as she bound her hair, 
glancing ; 
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Tis hard to refuse when a young lover sues — 

So she couldn't but choose to— go off to the dancing. 

And now on the green, the glad groups are seen — 
Each gay-hearted lad with the lass of his choosing ; 

And Pat, without fail, leads out sweet Kitty Neil — 
Somehow, when he asked, she ne'er thought of 
refusing* 

NoW) Felix Magee puts his pipes to his knee, 
And with flourish so free, sets each couple in 
motion; 
With a cheer and a bound, the lads patter the 
ground — 
The maids move around just like swans on the 
ocean. 
Cheeks bright as the rose — feet light as the doe's» 
Now coyly retiring, now boldly advancing — 
Search the world all round, from the sky to the 
ground, 

No SUCH SIGHT CAN BE FOUND AS AN IRISH LASS 
DANCING 1 
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Sweet Katel who could view your bright eyes of 
deep blue, 
Beamiog humidly through their dark lashes so 
mildly^ 
Your fair-turned arm, heaving breast, rounded form, 
Nor feel his heart warm, and his pulses throb 
wildly. 
Young Pat feels his heart, as he gazes, depart. 
Subdued by the smart of sUch painful yet sweet 
love; 
The sight leaves his eye, as he cries with a sigh, 
^^ Dance lighty fdr my heart it lies under your fed^ 
Iffoe!^ 
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♦ THE FIRST CUCKOO IN SPRING. 



One sweet eve in spring, as the daylight died, 

Mave sat in her bow'r by her father's side; 

{Cuehool CuckooJ) so soft and so cleair, 

Sang the bonny cuckoo from a thicket near: 

{Cuckoo! Cuckoo!) "Do listen, my dear, 

'Tis the first cuckoo's note I have heard this year." 

The maiden smiled archly, then sighed — " 'Tis long 
I've waited and watched for that sweet bird's song;" 
{Cuckoo! Cuckoo!) " Ere winter he'll roam 
With some beloved mate to his distant home." 
{Cuckoo! Cuckoo!) "Ah, would I might roam 
With that bonny cuckoo to his distant home." 
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The old man be frowned at the maid, and said, 

' * What puts such wild thoughts in your foolish head ? " 

{Cuckoo f Cuckoo I) "No maid should desire 

To roam from her own native land and sire." 

{Cuckoo! Cuckoo t) " I don't love a note 

That comes from that foreign bird's weary throat. 

" The blackbird and throstle, I love their song, 
They cheer us through summer and autumn long ;" 
{Cuckoo! Cuckoo!) "And then they ne'er roam, 
But they mate and they live all the year at home:" 
{Cuckoo ! Cuckoo !) " 'Tis stiE the same note 
That comes from that foreign bird's weary throat.*' 

The old man he sleeps in the drowsy air. 
While soft from his side steals his daughter fair. 
{Cuckoo! Cuckoo!) There's a bird in the grove 
That sings a sweet song all young maidens love. — 
{Cuckoo! Cuckoo!) Says the bird from the grove, 
" I'm weary cuckooing this hour, my love." 
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The old man he dreams that the cuckoo sings 
Close up to his ear very wondrous things: 
{Cuckoo/ Citckoo/) **I love your dear Mave^ 
And won her young heart just without your leave.'' 
( Cuckoo ! Cuckoo /) * ' She is willing to roam 
From her own beloved nest to my distant home.'' 

Half in fear, half in anger, her dre awakes^ 
As her lips on his brow a soft farewell takes. 
{Cuckoo! Cuckoo t) The old man is alone, 
For vision, and cuckoo, and child are gone: 
{Cuckoo/ Cuckoo/) A sweet voice whispers near, 
"We'll be back with the cuckoo in spring next year." 
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* A SPINNING-WHEEL SONG. 



Mellow the moonlight to shine is beginning ; 
Close by the window young Eileen is spinning; 
Bent o'er the fire her blind grandmother, sitting, 
Is croning, and moaning, and drowsily knitting — 
" Eileen, achora, I hear some one tapping.*^ — 
'^ 'Tis the ivy, dear mother, against the glass flap- 
ping." 
" Eileen, I surely hear somebody sighing." — 
" 'Tis the sound, mother dear, of the summer wind 
dying." 
Merrily, cheerily, noisily whirring. 
Swings the wheel, spins the reel, while the 

foot 's stirring ; 
Sprightly, and lightly, and airily ringing. 
Thrills the sweet voice of the young maiden 
singing. 
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**' What 's that noise that I hear at the window, I 

wonder?"— 
*' 'Tis the little birds chirping the holly-bush under." 
'* What makes you be shoving and moving jonr 

stool on, 
And singing all wrong that old song of * The 

Coolun'?"— 
There *s a form at the casement — ^the form of he^ 

true love — * 
And he whispers, with face bent, " I'm waiting for 

you, love; 
Get up on the stool, through the lattice step lightly. 
We'll rove in the grove while the moon 's shining 
brightly." 
Merrily, cheerily, noisily whirring. 
Swings the wheel, spins the reel, while the 

foot 's stirring ; 
Sprightly, and lightly, and airily ringing. 
Thrills the sweet voice of the young maiden 
singing. 
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The maid shakes her head, on her lip lays her 

fingers, 
Steals up from the seat — longs to go, and yet 

lingers; 
A frightened glance turns to her drowsy grand- 
mother; 
Puts one foot on the stool, spins the wheel with the 

other. 
Lazily, easily, swings now the wheel round; 
Slowly and lowly is heard now the reel's sound ; 
Noiseless and light to the lattice above her 
The maid steps — then leaps to the arms of her lover. 
Slower — and slower — and slower the wheel 

swings; 
Lower — and lower — and lower the reel rings; 
Ere the reel and the wheel stopped their ring- 
ing and moving. 
Through the grove the young lovers by moon- 
light are roving. 
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♦ cuisLe mo 6R0i&a 

CUISLE MO CHROIDHE.f 

By the green banks of Shannon I wooed thee, dear 
Mary, 
When the sweet birds were singing in sunuuers' 
gay pride, 
From those green banks I turn now, heart-broken 
and dreary. 
As the sun sets, to weep o'er the grave of my 
bride. 
Idly the sweet birds around me are singing; 

Summer, like winter, is cheerless to me, 
I heed not if snow falls, or flow'rets are springing. 
For my heart's light is darkened — ^my CttsMe-mo- 
chreef 

t *' Pulse of my^Heart.*' Pronomiced CusMe'mO'chree. 
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Ohl bright shone the morning when first as my 
bride, love, 
Thy foot, like a sunbeam, my threshold crossed 
o'er, 
And blest on our hearth fell that soft eventide, love. 

When first on my bosom thy heart lay, asthore! 
Restlessly now, on my lone pillow turning. 

Wear the night-watches, still thinking on thee; 
And darker than night breaks the light of the 
morning. 
For my aching eyes find thee not, CvMe-mo- 
chree/ 

my loved one! my lost one! say, why didst thou 
leave me 
To linger on earth with my heart in thy gravel 
Oh! would thy cold arms, love, might ope to receive 
me 
To my rest 'neath the dark boughs that over thee 



Digitized byLnOOQlC 



240 CUSHLE'MO-CHHSE* 

Still from our once-happy dweUing I roam, love. 
Evermore seeking, my own bri^e, for thee ; 

Ah, Mary! wherever thou art is my home, love, 
And I'll soon lie beside thee, my Cushle-mo^ckreel 
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THE BRINK OF THE WHITE ROCKS. 



On the brink of the white rocks at eve I reclined, 

As the sun-flush spread wide o'er the waves ; 
And solemn and sad came the thoughts o'er my 
mind 

Of the dear ones I laid in their graves. 
The low moans of ocean fell soft on my ears, 

The breeze brought the spray from the main ; 
And I thought on the strong hearts that sobbed o'er 
their biers — 

Manhood's hot and sharp tears shed in vain. 

As slowly the day-god sank down in the west, 
A cloud wrapt his orb from my view ; 

But high into heaven, above that cloud's crest, 
The beams of his brightness shot through. 

R 
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Oh, loved and lamented I mid sorrows and gloom 

The sun of your bright spirits set; 
But radiant above, breaks a light from the tomb. 

Mingling hope with each bitter regret. 

At morning again, when the dark night is past. 

In his glory the sun will arise; 
Renewed in his strength, and more bright than when 
last 

We watched him sink down from the skies. 
The grave-night's soon o'er and the dawn will appear, 

When the dead shall rise pure as the day; 
While the clouds that hung round ouj last sad part- 
ing here 

Shall have wept all their darkness away. 
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TO THE SMILING LIPS OF HIS MISTRESS. 

CANZONE #BOM THE ITALIAN OF CHIABBEBA. 



Belle rose porporine, 

Che tra Spine 

Snll' aurora non aprite ; 

Ma ministre degll Amori, 

Bdtestori 

Di bei denti custodite. ' 



I. 

Beautiful roses! 

Swelling and rich and crimson dyed, — 
Ye open not within your thorny bow'rs, 
To the fresh morning's sunny hours, 

The treasures that ye hide: 
Ah I no, Love's jealous guards, ye keep 

Your tireless watch for ever: — 
I would your vigilance would sleep, 

Sweet lips, that you would sever. 
And sometimes grant a lover's eyes the pride 
To look upon the pearly wealth ye hide. 
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IL 

Flowers beyond price! 

Where all day long Love basking lies ; 
Say, wherefore, when my greedy sight, 
In ever sateless, ever new delight. 

Grows on the witcheries 
Of your ripe, fragrant, dewy charms. 

That kindle while they're swelling, — 
Say wherefore, when my bosom warms 

With Passion's fevered feeling — 
Sudden ye change, and with delicious wile 
Your coyness melts away into a smile. 

III. 
Say do ye smile 
In pity of a fond heart's pain. 
That only lives within your dimpling light, 
But droops and dies beneath the chilling blight 

Of your stern, sweet disdain ? 
Haply in cruelty ye smile 
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Upon the woe ye're wreaking, 
Still looking loveliest all the while 

A lover's heart is breaking. 
Unkind I how can ye joy from day to day, 
To see my life ebb cheerlessly away? 

IV. 

Beautiful roses! 

Still lovely are ye in my sight; 
Albeit, I know not which the cause may be, 
Or sweet compassion, or stem cruelty. 

That makes you smile so bright. 
A poet breathes his song to ye 

In strains of new devotion. 
Culling all things that fairest be 

From heaven, and earth, and ocean. 
To show by them how wondrous fair ye smile, — 
List to his lay and smile on him the while. 
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V. 

If shining streams 

Gush o'er the bosom of some stilly vale; — 
If, when the eye of paly Morn is waking, 
Some soft breeze, freshly from its night- thrall break- 
ing, 

O'er rustling herbage sail ; — 
If, in the varied colours drest 

Of every bright-hued flower, 
The green mead heaves her glittering breast 

To the warm noontide hour — 
We gaze entranced upon the scene the while, 
And straight exclaim, "Behold the fair earth smile." 

VL 

When o'er the deep 

The Zephyr wings his joyous flight. 
Now skimming the blue plains along, 
He lightly bathes his foot among 

The waters still and bright; 
So lightly, that along the strand 
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The tiny wavelets breaking 
Scarce leave upon the golden sand 

Their rippling sheen is shaking 
The traces of their fairy footsteps' flight — 
Do we not cry, " How smiles the ocean bright?" 

VII. 
When solemn Night 

Leaves the still heavens, if we behold, 
Rising from out her dewy eastern bowers, 
Of lilies fair, and bright vermillion flowers, 

Morn don her vest of gold ; 
And borne upon her saffron car. 

In ever tireless motion, 
Thro' the blue dawning heavens afar 

Circles o'er earth and ocean. 
Lighting up countless lands, and seas, and isles. 
Say we not then, that " Heaven in beauty smiles?" 
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Sooth it is SO — 

That the fair earth doth sweetly smUe 
When joy and plenty crown her golden plains. 
And smiles the lustrous heaven when blitheful strains 

Ring through her depths the while: 
Yet fair and beauteous though they be 

With loveliness beguiling, 
Oh I what are they compared to ye, • 

Sweet lips, when ye are smiling — 
Ah I when I gaze upon your dimples, then 
Heaven, earth, and sea are lustreless again. 
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MODERN ROME. 

FBOM THK ITALIAN OP FULYIO TB8TL 



Ronchi, ta forae a pid deQ Ayentino 
del Celio or t' aggiri; M tra Terbe 
Cercando i grand! avanzi e le superbe 
ReUqnie vai dello splen(}or latino. 



If haply, wandering round the sacred foot 
Or of the Aventine or Celian hill. 

My Ronchi, lost in meditation mute, 
Amid the voiceless solitudes that still 
Evoke a thousand mighty ghosts to fill, 

With gorgeous pageantry, each perished dome. 
And sculptured palace, and rich fane, until 

From lowly huts, the pauper's squalid home. 
Rises to Fancy's eye — Ibipebial, Peerless Rome ! 
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Seeking, amid the rank, profaning grass, 

The scattered remnants of that fell repast, — 
Which gluttonous Time, in very daintiness 
Of sated appetite, did spurn at last, — 
Some relics of those glorious ages past, 
When prostrate kings flung down their crowns 
before 
The youthful Giant's feet, and the dread blast 
Of her shrill clarions rang from shore to shore. 
As her blood-lusting eagles swooped the wide world 
o'er. 

Does not thy Roman heart, swelling with shame. 
And scorn, and pity, heave the patriot's sigh. 

To see, where erst the Athlete's noble game 
Of life was played, or temples rose on high 
To fav'ring gods, the dull steers patiently 

Drag grating on the desecrating share; 

And where of old shrill plaudits rent the sky. 

Or pealing hymns of triumph, — now to hear 
But the sheep's timid bleat, the plaintive low of steer. 
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Tet pause and think, that though around thee 
strown, 
In shapeless ashes, her proud structures lie, 
'Twas not the work of one dread foe alone 

That pulled her from her glorious throne on high, 
But cankering years, and the fierce soldiery 
Of Goth and Hun. They fought for power and 
fame. 
But we are stained with guilt and treachery — 
Base sons, who pangless see our mother's shame. 
Nor give her one great child to raise her fallen name. 

Look at the Forum still but half untombed — 
What goodly arches span its holy ways I 

Time, earthquake, war, and fire, leave unconsumed 
The sculptured records of Rome's palmiest days, 
And frequent shafts their proud memorials raise. 

Of ancient Valour still before our eyes; 
But not one heart now throbs for Valour's praise : 

Rome holds not now one soul of high emprise. 
To win a trophied arch, or bid a column rise. 
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Italia, my loved land I in this thy day 

Of darkness most beloved — the Syren spells 

Of sloth and wanton joys have quenched each ray 
Of thy great, generous spirits, and the wells 
Of thy heart poisoned, till thy weakness tells 

The pitying world that thou art tottering fast ; 
Yet, luckless one! thy fond delusion veils 

From thine own eyes that all thy strength is past. 
And still in dotard pride thou'rt smiling to the last, 

Pardon the bold words of one whose voice even 
now 
Would rouse thee from thy fearful lethargy. 
To see the laurels that once wreathed thy brow 
Now shrunk to myrtle leaves degradingly. 

In thy young days to rein the wild horse free, 
Thy limbs to strengthen with the wrestler's feat. 

To leap, to stem the flood was joy to thee, 
Or in fierce war the stubborn foe to meet 
Piercing the shield and helm with lance and arrow 
fleet. 
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Now, counselled by thy flattering glass, thy hair 

In plenteous tresses 'tis thy dearest pride 
To nourish with rich unguents, and with care 

Wreath the crisp curls adown thy temples* side ; 

In costly robes with gold embroidered wide, 
That wrap thy limbs from the discourteous air, 

Oh rare delight! thou dost contrive to hide 

The ancient wealth of which thou wert the heir, 

Bearing upon thy back thy lands and vineyards fair. 

Assyria yields, thy fair breast to perfume. 
Odours more rich than those of Araby, 

And toilfal Holland plies her choicest loom 
To trick thy neck with costliest finery: 
The foreign juice of Scio's vine for thee 

Fumes in gold cups thy pall'd thirst to entice ; 
Nor summer's fires can mar thy luxury. 

For thou hast learned to plunge thy wine in ice 
Lest the Falernian's heat should shock thy palate 
nice. 
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To furnish forth thy vain and lavish feasts 

With princely splendour thy ambition strains. 
All sadly aping, 'midst thy beggared guests. 

The pomp that only regal -wealth sustains. 

With shameless zeal Numidia's trackless plains 
For birds of daintiest taste are daily sought, 

And the gold vase 'mid odoured sauce contains 
Fish on the shores of distant oceans caught. 
To thy luxurious, groaning board triumphant 
brought. 

Yet such thou wert not once, when on that hill 
Where stood thy Capitol thou didst behold 

Thy sylvan consuls leave the plough to fill 
Thy seat of infant empire, or of old 
The sage dictators sway thy children bold, 

Seated upon some humble, rude-piled throne — 
Stem, simple rustics they, nor gem nor gold 

Upon their manly, decent vestments shone, — 
The lictor's rod and axe their regal pomp alone. 
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And yet it was those rugged hands, — that oft 
Goaded the oxen 'neath the cumbrous wain, 

Content to ,till their poor paternal croft- 
That laid the ftist foundations of thy reign, 
And all triumphant o'er earth's wide.domain 

Thy eagle-blazoned standards proudly bore, 
And through the solitude of ocean*S plain ; 

Till from remotest Afric's Ijurning shore 
To the bleak, ice-bound north thy world-wide sway 
spread o'er. 

* Now, like a legend fading fast away. 

Scarce lives within the sunken £oman*s breast 
The shadowy memory of that mighty day 
When in the spoils of subject nations drest, 
Thou sat'st the mistress of the world confest. 
Whilst the barbarian that was then thy slave 

Insultingly now flings his boastful jest 
O'er thy dead glory and thy virtue's grave. 
Crushing thee in the dust, thou mother of the brave, 
s 
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Crush'd, crush'd and fallen 1 Oh,, if she do hot 
rise 

And ronsc her quickly from the deathful trance 
In which degraded now and weak she lies 

To grasp again her long unlifted lance, 

Ohl well believe the bard's prophetic glance 
That sees the Thracian hordes tumultuous bound 

Adown her Tiber in their fierce advance, 
And, leaguering her eternal hills around. 
The silken Persian's camp spread on her holy ground. 
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fSOM THE ITALIAN OF MBTASTASIO. 



Soendi propizla, 
Col too gplendore^ 

beUa y enere, 
Maldie d* AmOTO. 



I. 

Mother of Love! 
From thine own starry home, 
Wrapped in the splendour of ethereal light, 
Immortal Venus, beautiful and bright, 

Come, oh I benignly come. 
Thou that with joys ineffable and holy 

Mak'st happier still the happy gods in heav'n. 
Thou that to mortals sorrowful and lowly 

Tocharm their cheerless days and nights wast giy'n, 
Look down 
From thy high throne 
See heaven and earth and ey'ry thing ^s thine own. 
8 2 
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IL 

Lo, as the world 
Holls on her course unweariedly, 
Thy sleepless eyes are ever brightly beaming 
Over the outstretched earth and on the gleaming 

And ever restless sea ; 
Till to thy warming radiance glowing 

The ripe Earth's swelling bosom teams, 
And chill, old Ocean, through the chainless flowing 
Of all his sterile wilderness of streams, 
Feels each glad wave 
Deep in its fountain cave 
With fruitfulness and joy tumultuoug heave. 

IIL 

And when on high, i 

In the serene, blue, glorious heaven 
Smiling in all their balmy, placid light, 
Thy stars laugh out — swift from the brow of Night 

The murky clouds are driven. 



d by Google 



HTMN TO VENUS. 261 

The winds upon their stormy wings reposing 
Sink into gentle sighs ; the meadows green 
Bise fragrant, countless fair-hued £ow'rs disclosing, 
And the soothed waters glance with rippling sheen : 
Each trembling star 
Shines out afar 
Piercing the silvery mists that seek their light to mar. 

Soon as young Spring 
Over the waking earth begins his reign. 
And the fresh zephyrs, in glad bands advancing. 
With odour-laden wings come lightly dancing 

Along the flower-gemmed plain — 
Lo, every little warbler's breast is thrilling, 

Warm with thy soft and sweet and holy flame. 
Till sweet-tongued praises, all the ether filling. 
Make every echo vocal with thy name, 
From brake and tree 
Saluting thee 
Of all that lives and loves the true Divinity. 
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V. 

Touched "with thy fire. 
The coy and timid turtle-doves 
Resign their unfledged young a hapless prey 
To the fierce vulture, fleeing wild away 

To court again new loves. 
Thy mystic, all-resistless voice obeying, 

That finds the desert prowlers in their home. 
Far from their lairs in sunless forests straying 
The tameless tigers of Hyrcania roam ; 
And as they fly, 
Unheedingly 
Desert their foodless cubs to starve and die. 

VI. 

As from the wand 
Of some enchantress swift awaking, 
Through vast creation fresh, and fair, and rife, 
A thousand forms of beauty and of life 
Rise, from their slumber breaking. 
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Thy power the chain of human life sustaining. 

Through countless ages still perpetuates 
The race of man — and all the world's containing, 
In its wide realms, of loveliness creates;. 
All that our eyes 
And bosoms prize 
From thy bland, life-enduing spirit take their rise. 

VII. 
Mother of Love I 
From thine own starry home, 
Wrapped in the splendour of ethereal light, 
Immortal Venus, beautiful and bright. 

Come, oh 1 benignly come: 
Thou, that with joys ineffable and holy, 

Mak'st happier still the happy gods in heaven. 
Thou that to mortals sorrowful and lowly 
To charm their cheerless days and nights wast given ; 
Look down 

From thy high throne. 
See heaven and earth and ev'rything's thine own. 
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L 

Down on the Temple-floor the traitor flung 

The infamous bribe for which he sold the Lord ; 
Then in despair rushed forth, and with a cord. 

From out the tree, his reprobate body hung. 

Pent in his throat, the struggling spirit poured 
A mingled sound of rage and wildest grief, 
And Christ it cursed^ and its own sin in chief^ 

Which glutted hell with triumphs so abhorred. 

Forth with a howl at last the spirit fled. — 
Then Justice bore it to the holy mount. 
And dipping there her finger in the fount 

Of Christ's all-sacred blood, the sentence dread 

"Wrote on its brow of everlasting woe, 

Then, loathing, plunged it into hell below. 
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II. 

Down into hell that wretched soul she flung: 

When lo ! a mighty earthquake shook the ground ; 

The mountain reeled. The wind swept fierce 
around 
The black and strangled body where it hung. 
From Calvary at eve, the angels wending, 

On slow, hushed wing, their holy vigil o'er, 
Saw it afar, and swift their white wings, blending 
• With trembling fear, their pure eyes spread before. 
Meanwhile fiends pluck the corpse down in the gloom, 

And on their burning shoulders, as a bier, 
Convey the burthen to its nameless doom. 

Cursing and howling, downward thus they steer 
Their hell- ward course, and in its depths restore 
The wandering soul to its damned corpse once more. 
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ON JUDAS, 

FBOM THE ITALIAN OF OIANNI. 



Spent with the struggles of his mad despair, 
Judas hung gasping from the fatal tree; 

Then swift the tempter-fiend sprang on him there. 
Flapping his flame-red wings exultingly. 

With griping claws he clutched the noose that bound 
The traitor's throat, and hurled him down belpw 
Where hell's hot depths, incessant bubbling, glow,. 

His burning fiesh and crackling bones around: 

There, mid the gloomy shades, asunder riven 
By storm and lurid flame, was Satan seen, 
Belaxing his stern brow, with hideous grin. 

Within his dusky arms the wretch he caught, 

And with smutched lips, fuliginous and hot. 
Repaid the kiss which he to Christ had given. 
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UPON THE DEATH OF THE REDEEMER, 

FBOM THB ITALljLM OF HINZONI. 



When, in that last, loud wail, the Son of God 

Rent open graves and shook the mountains 
steep — 

Adam, affrighted from his world-long sleep, 
Raised up his head; then stark and upright stood: 
With fear and wonder filled, he moved around 

His troubled eyes — then asked, with throbbing 
heart, 

Who was that awful One who hung apart, 
Grore-stained and lifeless, on the curs'd tree bound. 
Soon as he learned, his penitent hand defiled 

His shrivelled brow and bloodless cheeks, and tore 

The hoary locks that streamed his shoulders o'er. 
Turning to Eve, in lamentation wild. 

He cried, 'till Calvary echoed to the cry — 
"Woman I foe thee I've given my Lord to die!" 
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THE DEITY. 

FBOM TH£ ITALIAN OF SALVINI. 



Thou that hast all things made, Thyself still un- 

create — 
That rul'st and guid'st Thy works in earth and skies. 

Beneath whose foot, fixed and eternal lies 
Time, Fate, what always was, what never hath been 

yet : 
Thou that giv'st night its shades, the day its light, 

Heayen its eternity, and Earth her years — 
Unseen^ unscanned, nought 'scapes Thy sleepless 
sight, 

Unmoved, the moving worlds Thy wisdom steers ; 
Place chains Thee not, for Thou all space canst fill, 

The bad chastising — ^blessing still the good: 
Thou giv'st the flame its warmth, the ice its chill ; 

Thou Thine own contemplation and beatitude, 



d by Google 



SONNETS. 269 

Thee I can but invoke, Thou Great Unknown, to 

me 
Sole, Trine, that which Thou art, for none is like to 

Thee. 



SONNET. 



FBOH THE ITALIAN OF BOCCACCIO. 



O Lord of Glory 1 who Heaven's wide domain 
Rul'st with eternal wisdom ; Thou alone 
To whom all mortal hearts are naked shown. 

Whose cloudless eye sees each frail thought and 
vain,^ — 

Oh I turn towards me, if Thou dost not slight 
My humble pray'rs: the love of carnal things 
Pluck from my heart: so fledge my spirit's wings 

That to eternal joys she may take flight. 

Lift from my eyes the thick, dark veil concealing 
My sins from me; and disenthrall my heart 
From those false pleasures that must soon depart: 
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Dissolve the deadly ice my bosom chilling. 

And so inflame it of Thy power that I 

May come into thy peace from this world's vanity. 



THE "MOSES" OF MICHAEL ANGELO. 

VBOM TBE ITALIAN OF ZAPPL 



Sat, who is he, that giant form that sits 

Carved in the huge, hard rock, surpassing still 
All past creations of the sculptor's skill, 

From whose prompt lips methinks even language 
flits?— 

The plenteous honours of his beard avow 
And the twin rays that from his forehead flame, 
'Tis Moses, as when from the Mount he came 

God-light still glowing on his holy brow. 

Such as when the vast booming waters hushed 
Hung round him poised, and such, when back- 
ward rolled, 
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The tomb of waves around his tyrants rushed. 

And ye his host reared a poor calf of gold? 

Ah I had ye reared a form like this to Heaven 
YoTir worship might have almost been forgiven. 



THE LOVES. 



rSOM THE ITALIAN OF ZAPPL 



A TROOP of lovelings on a morning fair 
In festive-hearted sportiveness were playing — 
One merry urchin led the gambols saying, 

" Ck)me let us have a fly." The rest asked " Where?" 

" Into young Chloris' face." — Soon through the air 
Swarming like bees, o'er the sweet flower they're 

straying, 
This on her hair, that on her lip delaying. 

Her rich, ripe lip: some settled here, some there. 

Oh, what a sight I with Loves to see her covered, 
One lurking with a torch in either eye ; 
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One with arched bow on either eyebrow hovered. 
While one, from lip and throng'd cheek forced to 

Into her bosom fell, and soon discovered 

His bliss, then joyous cried " Who 's half so snug 
as I ?" 



TIME. 

FBOM THI ITALIAN OF FILICAJA. 



I GAZED (in thought) on a £eet, darkling tide 
Rushing with many aiieadlong current's flow 
Even to my feet ; nor with a pace less slow 

Fled past ; the deadlier when 'twas scarce de- 
scried. 

A stream that ever, with unruffled glide. 
Strewed living souls upon the shores of Death 
Shipwrecked — Unheard, scarce seen, it has- 

teneth 
Into Oblivion's shoreless ocean wide. 
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Coeval with the world, when first the skies 
Spread their wide azure plains, when days and 
years 

First moved their nimble feet, it took its rise 

At this strange sight, saddened and filled with 
fears, 
"What is that river's name?" unto my thoughts I 

cried, 
And straight " Its name is Time" my thoughts re- 
plied. 



PLEASURE AND PAIN. 

FKOM THE ITALIAN OF ZAMPIXBL 

When spurned by man, Divine Astrea turned 
Her sinless steps to seek her native heaven, 
Bl^d Pleasure too, who dwelt from morn to even 
By his loved Maid, with lover's ardour burned 
To share her skies: Young Love and pure Faith 
mourned; 

T 
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The Virtues bright to stay his flight had striven 

In vain — Their fair arms' circling chain is riven ; 
He's free — He mounts on air, and earth is spurned. 
Deceit his mantle found, for in his flight 

It fell to Earth, and in the vesture drest 
He roams the world, and still 'tis his delight 

With lying guise to cheat the trusting breast 
That, fondly cherishing Joy's semblance bright. 

Soon finds, alas, that Sorrow's self's the guest. 



TO SLEEP. 

FBOH THE ITALIAN OF PABINI. 



GEM'LE Sleep, that with light footsteps stealest, 
Moving thy noiseless wings through the dark 

night. 
And with thy phantom troops, changeful and 
ligHt, 
Bound wretched labour- wearied mortals wheelest. 
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There, where my Phillis slumbers peacefully, 
Laid on her soift and snowy pillow, go. 
And in her mind a spectre full of wo. 

Sad and dishevelled, picture solemnly. 

So like me let the mimic semblance seem, 
Wearing the paleness o'er my features now, 

That she'll have pity, waking from the dream. 
If thou wilt grant a boon so large, I vow 
With gentle, noiseless hand upon thy shrine 
To lay two poppy wreaths around thy brows to twine. 



TO A MAIDEN. 



PBOM THI ITiXIAN OF TIBALOBO. 



Fair one, the locks that now thy forehead braid 
Will not be always gold,-^tho8e teeth now white 
Not pearls,-^-tho6e eyes will lose their radiance 
bright — 

The roses from thy face divine will fade. 
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Beauty is like the flowers, that in the morn 

Are fresh and bright, but dimmed and dead at 
even ; 

For not to us the happy power is given, 
Like snakes, to shed the skin that Time has worn. 
Ah I vaunt thyself no more in Beauty's pride. 

Swifter than deer or pards the years are fleeing ; 
'Twere vain to think thy graces will abide 

When all things pass. — Go now, thy beauties 
seeing 
In yonder glass — learn they are hourly failing ; 
Be wise, be good, while time is yet availing. 



TO PHILLIS. 



FBOM THE ITALIAN OF M ANFBEDI. 



Morn's first pale light not yet had tinged the skies, 
And still I stood beneath the wild-ash tree, 
Listening entranced to the soft melody 

Of Phillis' lips; then wishing day would rise 
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And give me light to look in her fair eyes. 

" Sweet, thou shalt see how beauteous from the 
sea 

Aurora comes; how, paling timorously. 
Each little star abashed, her presence flies ; 
And then thou'lt see the sun in brightness beaming, 

When stars and mom shall fade from heaven away. 
Lost in the radiance from his glad face streaming. 

But, sweetest 1 thou 'It not see what, blest, /may — 
Thy lustrous eyes shine out and quench his gleaming, 

Even as he quenched the stars' and morning's ray." 



THE VISION. 

PBOM THE ITiXIAN OF TBANCBSCO OB LEMBNE. 



Oh, strange conceits of Sleep I I saw within 
The realms of Wo my Ladye-love, and I 
Stood by her side, where Justice ruthlessly 

Both had condemned to expiate our sin. 
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I sinned, that rashly my bold thoughts did dare 
Lift themselves up in loTe of one divine : 
She cruel sinned, for 'tis a crime to shrine 

A heart so stern within a breast so fair. 

Yet scarcely in the dimial shades we stood. 
Sweet mistress mine I till in my vision, lol 

Our hell was changed to heav'n ; for thee I viewed 
All blest, and I had even forgot my woe : 

I, soothed thy lovely face once more to see ; 

Thou, blest to look again upon my misery. 



THE END. 
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